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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Mr Congeeve's edition ofDrydevCs Dramatic Works^ in 
six volumes \%fno^ printed for Tonson in 1736, Aaw been 
; • chiefly resorted to for the text of the plays in the present edu 
y iiony although the assistance of the older copies ^ in qtiarto 
andf)lio, has been called in, where difficulties occurred^ or 
improvements were obvious. The preliminary Disserta- 
. tionSy Dedications, and Pre/aces^ Imve been corrected from 
the eocceUent edition of Mr Mahne, Congreve appears 
deeply to have felt the bequesty left him by his great prede- 
cessoTf when, *^just ahandoning the ungrateful staged he 
made it his entreaty, that his successor would be kind to 
his remains. Considerable pains have been bestowed by 
the present Editor in correcting the text. The notes are 
limited to the explanation of such passages, as the fashion 
in langiuxge, in manners, or in literature f has, in the, space 
of a century, rendered doubtful or obscure. 
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DEDICATION TO MR CONGREVE'S EDITION OF 
DRYDEN'S DRAMATIC WORKS. 



TO 

HIS GRACE 

THE 

DUKE OF NEWCASTLE,* 

LORD CHAMBERLAIN OF HIS MAJESTY'S HOUSEHOLD, 

c§C. 

My Lord, 

It is the fortune of this edition of the Dramatic 
Works of the late Mr Dryden, to come into the 
world at a time, when your Grace has just given 
order for erecting, at your own expense, a noble 
monument to his memory. 

This is an act of generosity, which has some^ 



* Thomas Pelham, Duke of Newcastle. No satire ever can 
convey such bitter reproof as the high-strained eulogy of this de- 
dication* This great and wealthy man unblushingly received Con- 
greve's tribute of praise and gratitude^ for his munificence in di* 
recting a splendid monument to be raised over Drvden's remains. 
But the incense of the dedicator was wasted on a block, more in- 
sensible than his Grace's workmen could have dug from the quat* 
ry. Neither pride nor shame could induce the Duke to accom- 
plish what vanity had led him voluntarily to propose; and the de- 
dication^ instead of producing a tomb in honour of Dryden^ will 
remain itself an eternal monument of the patron's dii^ace. 
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thing in it so very uncommon, that the most un- 
concerned and indifferent persons must be moved 
with it. How much more must all such be affect- 
ed by it, who had any due regard for the personal 
merits of the deceased, or are capable of any taste 
and distinction for the remains and elegant labours 
of one of the greatest men that our nation has pro- 
duced ! 

That, which distinguisheth actions of pure and 
elevated generosity, from those of a mixed and in- 
ferior nature, is nothing else but the absolutely dis- 
interested views of the agent. 

My Lord, this being granted, in how fair a light 
does your munificence stand ? A munificence to 
the memory, to the ashes, of a man whom you ne- 
ver saw — whom you never can see ; and who, con- 
sequently, never could, by any {Personal obligation^ 
induce you to do this deed of bounty ; nor can he 
ever make you any acknowledgment for it, when 
it shall be done. 

It is evident, your Grace can have acted thus 
from no other motive but your pure regard to me- 
rit ; from your entire love for learning ; and from 
that accurate taste and discernment, which^ by your 
studies, you have so early attained to in the politer 
arts. 

And these are the qualities, my Lord, by which 
you are more distinguished, th^i by all those other 
uncommon advantages, with which you are attend- 
ed. Your great disposition, your great ability to be 
beneficent to mankind, could by no means answer 
that end, if you were not possessed of a judgment 
to direct you in the right application and just dis- 
tribution of your good offices; 

You are now in a station, by which you necessa- 
rily preside over the liberal arts, and all the practi- 
sers and professors of them. Poetry is more parti- 
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cularly within your province ; and with very good 
reason may we hope to see it revive and flourish un- 
der your influence and protection. 

What hopes of reward may not the living de- 
server entertain, when even the dead are sought out 
for, and their very urns and ashes made partakers 
of your liberality ? 

As I have the honour to be known to you, my 
Lord, and to have been distinguished by you by 
many expressions and instances of your goodwill 
towards me, I take a singular pleasure to congratu- 
late you upon an action so entirely worthy of you. 
And as I had the happiness to be very conversant, 
and as intimately acquainted with Mr Dry den as 
the great disproportion in our years could allow me 
to be, 1 hope it will not be thought too assuming 
in me, if, in love to his memory, 'and in gratitude 
for the many friendly ofiices, and favourable in- 
structions, which, in my early youth, I received 
from him, I take upon me to make this public ac- 
knowledgment to your Grace, for so public a testi- 
mony, as you are pleased to give to the world, of 
that high esteem, in which you hold the performan- 
ces of that eminent man. 

I can, in some degree, justify myself for so doing, 
by a citation of a kind of right to it, bequeathed to 
me by him. And it is, indeed, upon that preten- 
sion, that I presume even to make a dedication of 
these works to you. 

In some very elegant, though very partial, verses, 
which he did me the honour to write to me, he re- 
commended it to me to he kind to his remains.* 



These are the affecting lines referred to : 

Already I am worn with cares and age, 
And just abandoning the ungrateful stage ; 
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I was then, and have been ever since, most amiaibly 
touched with that expression ; and the more ao, 
because I could not find in myself the means of sa- 
tisfying the passion which I felt in me, to do some- 
thing answerable to an injunction laid ujfoa me in 
so pathetic and so amicable a manner. 

You, my Lord, have furnished me with ample 
means of acquitting myself, both of my duty and 
obligation to my departed friend. What kinder o£> 
fice lies in me to do to these, his most valuable and 
unperishable remains, than to commit them to the 
protection, and lodge them under the roof, of a pa- 
tron, whose hospitality has extended itself even to 
-his dust ? 

If I would permit myself to run on in the way 
which so fairly opens itself before me, I should tire 

Jrour Grace with reiterated praises and acknow- 
edgments ; and I might possibly (notwithstanding 
my pretended right so to do) give some handle to 
such, who are inclinable to censure, to tax me of a& 
fectation and offidousness, in thanking you, more 
than comes to my share, for doiqg a thing, which 
is, in truth, of a public consideration, as it is doing 
an honour to your country. For so unquestiona- 



Unprofitably kept at heaven's expense, 
I live a rent-charge on his providence. 
But you, whom every muse and grace adorn. 
Whom I foresee to better fortune bom. 
Be kind to my remains ; and, O ! defend, 
Against your judgment, your departed firiend : 
Let not the insulting foe my fame pursue. 
But shade those laurels which descend to you ; 
And take, for tribute, what these lines express : 
You merit more, nor could my love do less. 

Epistle to Mr Conoheve. 



DEDICATION. 9 

bly it is, to do honour to hiiti, who was an honour 

to it. 

I have but one thing to say, either to obviate or 
to answer such an objection, if it shall be made to 
me, which is, that I loved Mr Dryden. 

I have not touched upon any other public ho- 
nour or bounty, done by you to your country. I 
have industriously declined entering upon a theme 
of so extensive a nature ; and of all your numerous 
and continual largesses to the public, I have only 
singled out this, as what most particularly affected 
me. I confess freely to your Grace, I very much 
admire all those other donations, but I much more 
love this ; and I cannot help it, if I am naturally 
more delighted with any thing that is amiable, than 
with any thing that is wonderful. 

Whoever shall censure me, I dare be confident, 
you, ray Lord, will excuse me for any thing that I 
shall say with due regard to a gentleman, for whose 
person I had as just an affection as I have an admi-^ 
ration of his writings. And indeed Mr Dryden 
had personal qualities to challenge both love and 
esteem from all who were truly acquainted with 
him. 

He was of a nature exceedingly humane and 
compassionate ; easily forgiving injuries, and capa- 
ble of a prompt and sincere reconciliation with them 
who had offended him. 

Such a temperament is the only solid foundation 
of all moralVirtues and sociable endowments. His 
friendship, where he professed it, went much be- 
yond his professions ; and I have been told of strong 
and generous instances of it by the persons them- 
selves who received them, though his hereditary in- 
come was little more than a bare competency. 

As his reading had been very extensive, so was 
he very happy in a memory, tenacious of every 

4 
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thing that he had read. He was not more possess- 
ed of knowledge than he was communicative of it. 
But then his communication of it was by no means 
pedantic, or imposed upon the conversation ; but 
just such, and went so far, as, by the natural turns 
of the discourse in which he was engaged, it was 
necessarily promoted or required. He was extreme 
ready and gentle in his correction of the errors of 
any writer, who thought fit to consult him ; and 
full as ready and patient to admit of the reprehen- 
sion of others, in respect of his own oversight or 
mistakes. He was of very easy, I may say, of very 
pleasing access ; but something slow, and, as it 
were, diffident, in his advances to others. He had 
something in his nature, that abhorred intrusion 
into any society whatsoever. Indeed, it is to be re- 
gretted, that he was rather blameable in the other 
extreme; for, by that means, he was personally less 
known, and, consequently, his character might be- 
come liable both to misapprehensions and misre- 
presentations. 

To the best of my knowledge and observation, 
he was, of all the men that ever I knew, one of the 
most modest, and the most easily to be discounte- 
nanced in his approaches either to his superiors or 
his equals. 

I have given your Grace this slight sketch of his 
personal character, as well to vindicate his memo- 
ry, as to justify myself for the love which I bore to 
his person ; and I have the rather done it, because 
I hope it may be acceptable to you to know, that 
he was worthy of the distinction you have shewn 
him, as a man, as well as an author. 

As to his writings, I shall not take upon me to 
speak of them : For to say little of them, would not 
be to do them right ; and to say all that I ought to 
say, would be to be very voluminous. But 1 may 
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venture to say, in general terms, that no man hath 
written in our language so much, and so various 
matter, and in so various manners so well. An- 
other thing I may say very peculiar to him, which 
is, that his parts did not decline with his years, but 
that he was an improving writer to his last, even 
to nesu: seventy years of age, improving even in fire 
and imagination, as well as in judgment ; wit- 
ness his Ode on St Cecilia's Day, and his Fables, 
his latest performances. 

He was equally excellent in verse and in prose. 
His prose had all the clearness imaginable, toge- 
ther with all the nobleness of expression ; all the 
graces and ornaments proper and peculiar to it, 
without deviating into the language or diction of 
poetry. I make this observation, only to distin- 
guish his style from that of many poetical writers, 
who, meaning to write harmoniously in prose, do, 
in truth, often write mere blank verse. 

I have heard him frequently own with pleasure, 
that if he had any talent for English prose, it was 
owing to his having often read uie writings of the 
great Archbishop Tillotson. 

His versification and his numbers he could learn 
of nobody ; for he first possessed those talents in 
perfection in our tongue. And they, who have best 
succeeded in them since his time, have been in- 
debted to his example ; and the more they have 
been able to imitate him, the better have they suc- 
ceeded. 

As his style in prose is always specifically differ- 
ent firom his style in poetry, so, on the other hand, 
in his poems, his diction is, wherever his subject re- 
quires it, so sublimely and so truly poetical, that its 
essence, like that of pure gold, cannot be destroy- 
ed. Take his verses and divest them of their 
rhymes, disjoint them in their numbers, transpose 
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their expressions, make what arrangement and 
position you please of his words, yet shall there 
eternally be poetry, and something which will be 
found incapable of being resolved into absolute 
prose; an incontestible characteristic of a truly po- 
etical genius. 

I will say but one word more in general of his 
writings, which is, that what he has done in any 
one species, or distinct kind, would have been suf- 
ficient to have acquired him a great name. If he 
had written nothing but his Prefaces, or nothing 
but his Songs or his Prologues, each of them woula 
have entitled him to the preference and distinction 
of excelling in his kind. 

But I have forgot myself; for nothing can be 
more unnecessary than an attempt to say any thing 
to your Grace in commendation of the writings of 
this great poet ; since it is only to your knowledge, 
taste, and approbation of them, that the monument, 
which you are now about to raise to him, is owing. 
I will, therefore, my Lord, detain you no longer by 
this epistle ; and only entreat you to believe, that 
it is addressed to your Grace firom no other motive 
than a sincere regard to the memory of Mr Dry- 
den, and a very sensible pleasure which 1 take in 
applauding an action, by which you are so justly 
and so singularly entitled to a dedication of his la* 
hours, though many years after his death, and even 
though most of them were produced by him many 
years before you were bom. I am, with the great- 
est respect. 

My Lord, 

Your Grace's most obedient. 

And most humble servant, 

William Congeeve. 
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A COMEDY. 



THE WILD GALLANT. 



The Editor may be pardoned in bestowing remarks upon Dry- 
den's plays^ only m proportion to their intrinsic merit, and to the 
attention which each has excited, either at its first appearance, or 
when the public attention has been since directed towards them. 
In either point of view, little need be said on the " Wild Gallant." 
It was Dryden's first theatrical production, and its reception by 
no means augured his future pre-eminence in literature ; nor was 
it more than tolerated, when afterwards revived under the sanc- 
tion of his increasing fame. It was brought upon the stage in 
February 1662-3| according to the conjecture of Mr Malone, 
who observes^ that the following lines in the prologue. 

It should have been but one continued song ; 
Or, at the least, a dance of three hours long ; 

must refer to D'Avenant's opera* called the ** Siege of Rhodes/, 
acted in 1662 ; and that the expression, ** in plays, he finds, you 
love mistakeSf" alludes to the blunders of Teague, an Irish K>ot- 
man, in Sir Robert Howard's play of the " Committee." The 
*' Wild Gallant" was revived and published in l669» with a new 
prologue and epilogue, and some other alterations, not of a na- 
ture, judging from the prologue, to improve the morality of the 
piece. That the play had but indifferent success in the action, 
the poet himself has informed us, with the qualifying addition, 
that it more than once was the divertisement of Charles II.9 by 
his own command. This honourable distinction it probably ac- 
quired by the influence of the Countess of Castlemame, then the 
royal favourite, to whom Dryden addresses some verses on her 
encouraging this play.— See Vol. XI. p. 18.— The plot is bor- 
rowed avowedly from the Spanish, and partakes of me unnatu- 
ral incongruity common to the dramatic pieces of that nation, 
as also of the bustle and intrigue with wnich they are usually 
embroiled. Few modern audiences would endure the absurd 
grossness of the deceit practised on Lord Nonsuch in the fourth 
act ; nor is the plot of Lady Constance, to gain her lover, by 
marrying him in the disguise of a heathen divinity, more gro- 
tesque than unnatural. Yet, in the under characters, some hve- 
liness of dialogue is maintained ; and the reader may be amused 
with particular scenes, though, as a whole, the early fate of the 
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play was lustly merited. These passages, in which the plot 
stands stDl, while the spectators are entertained with flippant 
dialogue and repartee, are ridiculed in the scene betwixt Pnnce 
Prettynian and Tom Thimble, in the " Rehearsal ;" the (koedous 
Mr Bibber being the original of the latter personage. The cha- 
racter of Trice, at least his whimsical humour of drinkiiur^ Pay- 
ing at dice by himself, and quarrelling as if engaged wi£ a suc- 
cessful gamester, is imitated from the character of Carlo, in Jon- 
son's '' Every Man out of his Humour,*' who drinks with a sap- 
posed dompanion^ (juarrels about the pledge, and tosses about 
the cups and flasks in the imaginary brawl. We have heard si- 
milar nrolics related of a bon-vivant of the last generation^ inven- 
tor of a game called solitaire, who used to complain of the hard- 
ship of drinking by himself, because the to<ut came too often about. 
The whole piece seems to have been intended as a sacrifice to 
popular taste ; and, perhaps, our poet only met a deserved fate, 
when he stooped to sooth the depraved appetite, which his ta« 
lents enabled him to have corrected and purified. Something 
like this feeling may be inferred from the last lines of the seconS 
epilogue : 

Would you but change, for serious plot and vene. 
This motley garniture of fool and farce ; 
Nor scorn a mode, because 'tis taught at home, 
Which does, Uke vests,* our ^vity become. 
Our poet yields you should this play refhse ; 
As tradesmen, by the change of fasmoDs, lose. 
With some content, thdr fripperies of France, 
In hope it may their staple trade advance. 

In the prologue, the author indulges himself in a display of 
the terms of ststrology, of which vain science he was a believer 
and a student. 



* This seems to allude to the Polish dress, which, upon his restoration, 
Charles wished to introduce into Britain. It was not altered for the French, till 
his intimacy with that court was cemented by pecuniary dependence. 



PREFACE. 



It would be a great impudence in me to say much 
of a comedy, which has had but indifferent success 
in the action. I made the town my judges, and the 
greater part condemned it : after whioi, I do not 
think it my concernment to defend it with the or- 
dinary zeal of a poet for his decried poem. Though 
Comeille is more resolute in his preface before nis 
Pertharite^* which was condemned more universal- 
ly than this ; for he avows boldly, that, in spite of 
censure, his play was wdl and regularly written ; 
which is more than I dare say for mine. Yet it was 
received at court ; and was more than once the di- 
vertisement of his Majesty, by his own command ; 
but I have more modesty than to ascribe that to my 
merit, which was his particular act of grace. It was 
the first attempt I made in dramatic poetry ; and, 
I find since, a very bold one, to begin with comedy, 
which is the most difficult part of it. The plot was 
not originally my own ; but so altered by me, (whe- 



* " Le succes de cette tragedie a 6t6 si malheureux, que pour 
m'epiargner le chagrin de m'en souvenir^ je n'en dirai presque rien. 
■ ■ J'ajoute ici malgre sa disgrace, que les sentimens en sont 
assez vifs et nobles^ les vers assez bien toumes^ et que la fa9on 
dont le sujet s'explique dans la premiere scene ne manque pas 
d'artifice."— £a:arnen de Perikariie. e. 

VOL. II. B 
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ther for the better or worse I know not) that who- 
ever the author was, he could not have challenged 
a scene of it. I doubt not but you will see in it 
the uncorrectness of a young writer ; which is yet 
but a small excuse for him, who is so little amended 
since. The best apology I can make for it, and the 
truest, is only this, that you have, since that time, 
received with applause, as bad, and as uncorrect 
plays from other men. 



ir' 



PROLOGUE, 



V««N U' ¥fA9 ?I»^i: ACTBD. 



Is it not strange to hear a poet say^ 

He comes to ask yon, how you like the play ? 

You have not seen it yet : aUs ! 'tis true ; 

But now your love and hatred judge^ not you : 

And cruel factions (bribed by interest) come. 

Not to weigh merit, but to give their doom. 

Our poet, therefore, jealous of th' event. 

And (though much boldness takes) not confident. 

Has* sent me, whither you, fair ladies, too. 

Sometimes upon as small occasions, go ; 

And, fVom this scheme, drawn for the hour and day. 

Bid me enquire the fortune of his play. 

The curtain drawn discovers two Astrohkeri ; the prologue is 

presented to them. ' 

1 Astrol. reads, A figure of the heavenly bodies in their seve- 
ral apartments, Feb. the 5th, half-an-hour after three afternoon, 
from whence you are to judge the success of a new play, called 
the Wild Gallant. 

2 AstroL Who must judge of it, we, or these gentlemen? We'll 
not meddle with it, so tell your poet. Here are, in this house, 
the ablest mathematicians in Europe for his purpose. 

They will resolve the question, ere they part. 

1 Ast. Yet let us judge it by the rules of art. 

First Jupiter, the ascendant's lord disgraced. 

In the twelfth house, and near grim Saturn placed. 

Denote short life unto the play : 

2 Ast. Jove yet, 

In his apartment Sagittary, set 

Under his own roof, cannot take much wrong. 

1 Ast* Why then the life's not very short, nor long ; 

2 Ast. The luck not very good, nor very ill ; 
Prolo. That is to say, 'tis as 'tis taken still. 



so PROLOGUE. 

1 JjL Botf bfoCher, Pu^cmy the learned says, 

Tis the fifth house from whence we judge of plays. 
VenuSy the lady of that house^ I find 
Is Pem;rine ; your play u ill-designed ; 
It should have been but one continued song^ 
Or^ at the least, a dance of three hours long. 
Asim But yet the greatest mischief does remain. 

The twelfVh apartment bears the lords of Spain ; 
Whence I oondude, it is your author's lot. 
To be endangered by a Spanish plot 

Proh. Our poet yet protection hopes from you. 

But bribes you not with any thing that's new ; 

Nature is old^ which poets imitate, 

Andy for wit, those, tnat boast their own estate^ 

For^ Fletcher and Ben before them went, 

Theur elder brothers, and that yastly spent ; 

So much, 'twill hardly be repaired again. 

Not, though supplied with all the wealUi of Spaiiu 

This play is English, and the growth your own ; 

As such, it yiel& to English ^ys alone. 

He could haye wish'd it better for your sakes. 

But that, in plays, he finds you We mistakes : 

Besides, he thought it was m yain to mend» 

What you are bound in honour to defend ; 

That English wit, howe'er despised by some. 

Like English yalour, still may overcome. 



PROLOGUE, 



WHEN EEVIVED. 



As some raw squire, by tender mother bred, 

'Till one-and-twenty keeps his maiden-head ; 

(Pleased with some sport, which he alone does find. 

And thinks a secret to all humankind ;) 

Till mightily in love» yet half afraid. 

He first attempts the gentle dairy maid : 

Succeeding there, and, led by the renown 

Of Whetson's park, he comes at length to town ; 

Where entered, by some school-fellow or friend. 

He grows to break glass windows in the end : 

His valour too, which with the watch began. 

Proceeds to duel, and he kills his man ;— 

By such degrees, while knowledge he did want. 

Our unfledged author writ a Wild Gallant. 

He thought him monstrous lewd, (I lay my life) 

Because suspected with his landlord's wife ; 

But, since his knowledge of the town began. 

He thinks him now a very civil man ; 

And much ashamed of what he was before. 

Has fairly pla3r'd him at three wenches more. 

'Tis some amends his frailties to confess ; 

Pray pardon him his want of wickedness : 

He's towardly, and will come on apace ; 

His frank confession shows he his some grace. 

You baulk'd him when he was a young beginner. 

And almost spoil'd a very hopeful sinner ; 

But if once more you slight his weak endeavour. 

For alight I know, he may turn tail forever. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

Lord Nonsuch, an old rich humorous lord. 
Justice Trice, his neighbour. 
Mr LovEBY, the Wild Gallant. 
Sir Tumorous, a bashful knight. 

BuRR^^' r ^^S^^-^ o/* Sir Timorous. 

Bibber, a tailor. 
Setstone, a jeweller. 

Lady Constance, Lord Nonsuch's daughter. 
Madam Isabella, her cofimn. 
Mrs Bibber, the tailor's wife. 

o 

SetyeantSy Boy to Loveby, Servants^ a Sawd and 
Whores f Watch and Constable. 
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THE 



WILD GALLANT. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Failer entering to Burr^ who is put- 
ting on his ImffUioat^ 

Fail. What ! not ready yet, man ? 

Burr. You do not consider my voyage from Hol- 
land last ni^ht. 

Fail. Pish, a mere ferry ; get up, get up : My 
cousin's maids will come and blanket thee anon. 
Art thou not ashamed to lie a-bed so long ? 

Burr. I may be more ashamed to rise ; and so 
you'll say, dear heart, if you look upon my clothes : ^ 
the best is, my buff-coat will cover all. 

Fail. Egad, there goes more cunning than one 
would think to the putting thy clothes together. 
Thy doublet and breeches are Guelphs and Ghibellins 
to one another ; and the stitches of thy doublet are 
so far asunder, that it seems to hang together by 
the teeth. No man could ever guess to what part 
of the body these fragments did belong, unless he 
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kid been acquainted with 'em as thoa hast 

beoDL If tbey once lose their hold, they can never 
get togeiber again, except by chance the rags hit 
tiie talues cf one another. He that gets into thj 
dociMet, must not think to do it by storm ; no, he 
most win it inch by inch, as the Turk did Rhodes. 

Burr. You are very merry with my wardrobe ; 
but, till I am provided of a better, I am reserved to 
receive all visits in this truckle-bed. 

Fml. Then will I first scotch the wheels of it, 
that it may not run : Thou hast cattle enough in it 
toearry it down stairs, and break thy neck ; 'tis got 
a yard nearer the door already. 

Enter Boy. 

Boy. Sir, Mr Bibber your tailor's below, and de- 
nres to speak with you. 

Fail. He's an honest fellow, and a fashionable ; 
he shall set thee forth, I warrant thee. 

Burr. Ay ; but where's the money for this, dear 
heart? 

Fail. Well, but what think you of being put in- 
to a suit of clothes without money ? [Aside. 

Burr. You speak of miracles. 

Fail. Do you not know Will Bibber's humour ? 

Burr. Pr^ythee, what have I to do with his hu- 
mour ? 

Fail. Break but a jest, and he'll beg to trust thee 
for a suit ; nay, he will contribute to his own de- 
struction, and give thee occasions to make one. He 
has been my artificer these three years ; and, all the 
while, I have lived upon his favourable apprehen- 
sion. — ^Boy, conduct him up. [Exit Boy. 

Burr. But what am I the better for this ? I ne'er 
made jest in all my life. 

Fail. A e clinch will serve the turn ; a car- 
wichet, a quar i d, or a pun. 
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i Burr. Wit from a Low Country soldier ! One, 
8 that has conversed with none but dull t)utchmen 
B these ten years ! What an unreasonable rogue art 
I , thou ? Why, I tell thee, 'tis as difficult to me, as to 
1 pay him ready money. 

Fail. Come, you shall be ruled for your own 
good ; rU throw the clothes over you to help me- 
ditation. And, upon the first opportunity, start 
you up, and surprise him with a jest. 

Burr. Well, I think this impossible to be done : 
but, however. 111 attempt. 

\^Lies down, Faileb cavers him. 
Fail. Husht ! he's coming up. 

Enter Bibber. 

Bib. 'Morrow, Mr Failer : What, I warrant you 
think I come a dunning now ? 

Fail. No, I vow to gad. Will ; I have a better 
opinion of thy wit, than to think thou would'st 
come to so little purpose. 

Bib. Pretty well that : No, no, my business is to 
drink my moming's-draught in sack with you. 

Fail. Will not ale serve thy turn. Will ? 

Bib. I had too much of that last night ; I was a 
little disguised, as they say. 

Fait. Why disguised ? Hadst thou put on a clean 
band, or washed thy face lately ? Those are thy dis- 
guises. Bibber. 

Bib. Well, in short, I was drunk; damnably 
drunk with ale ; great hogan-mogan bloody ale : I 
was porterly drunk, and that I hate of all things in 
nature. 

Btirr, rising.^ And of all things in nature I love 
it best. 

Bib. Art thou thete, i'faith ? and why, old boy ? 

Burr. Because, when I am porterly drunk, I can 
carry myself. 

Bib. Ha, ha, boy. 
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Fail. This porter brings sad news to you, Will ; 
you must trust him for a suit of clothes, as bad as 
^tis : Come, he's an honest fellow, and loves the 
king. 

Bib. Why, it shall be my suit to him, that I 
may trust him. 

Burr. I grant your suit, sir. 

Fail. Burr, make haste and dress you ; Sir Ti- 
morous dines here to-day : you know him ? 

Burr. Aye, aye, a good honest young fellow ; 
but no conjuror. He and I are very kind. 

Fail. Egad, we two have a constant revenue out 
of him : He would now be admitted suitor to my 
Lady Constance Nonsuch, my Lord Nonsuch's 
daughter ; our neighbour here in Fleet-street. 

Burr. Is the match in any forwardness ? 

Fail. He never saw her before yesterday, and 
will not be brought to speak to her this month yet. 

Burr. That's strange. 

Fail. Such a bashful knight did I never see ; but 
we must move for him. 

Bib. They say, here's a great dinner to be made 
to-day here, at your cousin Trice's, on purpose for 
the interview. 

Burr. W hat, he keeps up his old humour still ? 

Fail. Yes, certain ; he admires eating and drink- 
ing well, as much as ever, and measures every man's 
wit by the. goodness of his palate. 

Burr. Who dines here besides ? 

Fail. Jack Loveby. 

Bib. O, my guest. 

Burr. He has ever had the repute of a brave 
clear-spirited fellow. 

Fail. He's one of your Dear Hearts, a debauchee. 

Burr. I love him the better for't : The best he- 
raldry of a gentleman is a clap, derived to him from 
three generations. What fortune has he ? 
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JP^aU. Grood fortune at all games ; but tio estate : 
He had one ; but he has made a devil on't long 
ago. He's a bold fellow, I vow to gad : A person, 
that keeps company with his betters ; and com-^ 
liionly has gold in*s pockets. — Come, Bibber, I see 
thou longest to be at thy morning's watering : I'll 
try what credit I have with the butler. 

Sib. Come away, my noble Festus and new 
customer. 

Faii. Now will he drink, till his face be no big- 
ger than a three-pence. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter Loveby and Boy ; foUowed hy Feances, 

Bibber's wife. 

Lov. ^2cy^ the devil take thee, sweet landlady, 
hold thy tongue : Was't not enough thou hast 
scolded me from my lodging, which, as long as I 
rent it, is my castle ; but to follow me here to Mr 
Trice's, where I am invited ; and to discredit me 
before strangers, for a lousy, paltry sum of money ? 

Fran* I tell you truly, Mr Loveby, my husband 
and I cannot live by love, as they say ; we must 
have wherewithal, as they say ; and pay for what 
we take ; or some shall smoke for't. 

Lov. Smoke ! why a piece of hung beef in Hol- 
land is not more smoked, than thou hast smoked 
me already. Thou knowest I am now fasting ; let 
irfe have but fair play ; when I have lined my sides 
with a good dinner, I'll engine upon reputation to 
come home again, and thou shalt scold at me all 
the afternoon. 

Fran. I'll take the law on you. 

Lov. The law allows none to scold in their own 
causes : What dost thou think the lawyers take our 
money for ? 
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Fran. I hope you intend to deal by my husband 
like a gentleman, as they say ? 

JLon. Then I should beat him most unmercifully, 
and not pay him neither. 

Fran. Come, you think to fobb me off with 
your jests, as you do my husband ; but it won't be : 
yonder he comes, and company with him. — Hus- 
band, husband ! why, William, I say ! 

Enter Bibbee, Burr, and Failer, at the other end. 

Lw. Speak softly, and I will satisfy thee. 

Fran. You shall not satisfy me, sir. Pay me for 
what you owe me, for chamber-rent and diet, and 
many a good thing besides, that shall be nameless. 

Lov. What a stygian woman's this, to talk thus ? 
Hold thy tongue till they be gone, or I'll cuckold 
thy husband. 

Fran. You cuckold him— would you durst cuck- 
old him ! i will not hold my tongue, sir. 

Bib. Yonder's my guest ; what say you, gentle- 
men ? Shall I call him to go down with us ? 

Lov. I must make a loose from her, there's no 
other way. — Save ye, Mr Failer ; is your cousin 
Trice stirring yet ? Answer me quickly, sir, is your 
cousin Trice yet stirring ? 

Fail. I'll go and see, sir. — Sure the man has a 
mind to beat me ; but I vow to gad I have no 
mind to be beaten by him. — Come away. Burr. 
Will, you follow us. 

Bib. I'll be with you immediately. 

[^Exeunt Burr and Failer. 

Lov. Who was that with Failer, Will ? 

Bib. A man at arms, that's come from Holland. 

Lov. A man out at arms thou mean'st. Will. 

Bib. Good, i'faith ! 

Fran. Ay, ay ; you run questing up and down 
after your gambols, and your jests, William ; and 
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never mind the main chance, as they say. Pray get 
in your debts, and think upon your wife and chil* 
dren. 

Lov. Think upon the sack at Carey-house, with 
the apricot flavour, Will. Hang a wife ; what is 
she, but a lawful kind of manslayer ? Every little 
hug in bed is a degree of murdering thee : and for 
thy children, fear 'em not : thy part of 'em shall be 
taylors, and they shall trust ; and those, thy custom- 
ers get for thee, shall be gentlemen, and they shall 
be trusted by their brethren ; and so thy children 
shall live by one another. 

Bib. Did you mark that, Frances ? There was 
wit now : he called me cuckold to my face, and yet 
for my heart I cannot be angry with him.— I per- 
ceive you love Frances, sir ; and I love her the bet* 
ter for your sake ; speak truly, do you not like 
such a pretty brown kind of woman ? 

Lw. I do i'faith. Will ; yom* fair women have no 
substance in 'em, they shrink in the wettings 

Fran. Well, you may be undone if you will, 
husband : I hear there are two or three actions al- 
ready out against him : You may be the last, if you 
think good. 

Bib. 'Tis true she tells me ; I love your wit well, 
sir ; but I must cut my coat according to my cloth. 

Fran. Sir, we'll come by our own as we can, if 
you put us off from week to week thus. 

Lov. Nay, but good landlady 

Fran. Will good landlady set on the pot, as they 
say ; or make the jack go ? then I'll hear you. 

Bib. Now she's too much on t'other hand.-— 
Hold your prating, Frances ; or I'll put you out of 
your Pater Nosters, with a sorrow to you. 

Fran. I did but lay the law open to him, as they 
say, whereby to get our money in : But if you 
knew how he had used me, husband ! 
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JBib. Has he used you, Frances ? put so much 
more into his bill for lodging. 

Lov. Honest Will, and so he died ;* I thank thee, 
little Bibber, being sober, and, when I am drunk, I 
will kiss thee for't. 

Bib. Thank me, and pay me my money, sir ; 
though I could not forbear my jest, I do not intend 
to lose by you ; if you pay me not the sooner, I 
must provide you another lodging ; say I give you 
warning. 

Lov. Against next quarter, landlord ? 

JBib. Of an hour, sir. 

Lov. That's short warning. Will. 

Sib. By thi^ hand you shall up into the garret, 
where the little bed is ; I'll let my best room to a 
better pay-master : you know the garret, sir ? 

Franc. Aye, he knows it, by a good token, hus- 
band. 

Lov. I sweat to think of that garret, Will ; thou 
art not so unconscionable to put me there ? Why, 
'tis a kind of little ease,f to cramp thy rebellious 
prentices in : I have seen an usurer's iron chest 
would hold two on't : A penny looking-glass can- 
not stand upright in the window, that and the 
brush fills it : the hat-case must be disposed under 
the bed, and the comb-case will hang down from 
the ceiling to the floor. If I chance to dine in my 
chamber, I must stay till I am empty before I can 
get out : and if I chance to spill the chamber-pot, 
it will overflow it from top to bottom. 

Bib. Well, for the description of the garret, I'll 
bate you something of the bill. 

Lov. All, all, good Will ; or to stay thy fury till 
my rents come up, I will describe thy little face. 



♦ This expression seems proverbial. 

t A kind of dungeon, so called from its construction. 
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Bib. No, rather describe your own little money ; 
I am sure that's so little it is not visible. 

Lop. You are in the right, I have not a cross at 
present, as I am a sinner ; an you will not believe 
me, ril turn my pockets inside outward — Ha !-— 
What's the meaning of this ? my pockets heavy ! 
has my small officer put in counters to abuse me ? 

How now ! yellow boys, by this good light ? 

sirrah, varlet, how came I by this gold ? Ha ! 

Bay. What gold do you mean, sir ? the devil a 
piece you had this morning. In these last three 
weeks, I have almost forgot what my teeth were 
made for ; last night good Mrs Bibber here took 
pity on me, and crumm'd me a mess of gruel with 
the children, and I popt and popt my spoon three 
or four times, to my mouth, before I could find the 
way to't. 

Zaw. 'Tis strange, how I should come by so much 
money ! [^Aside.'l — Has there been nobody about my 
chamber this morning, landlady ? 

Boy. O y^, sir ; I forgot to tell you that : This 
morning a strange fellow, as ever eyes beheld, would 
needs come up to you, when you were asleep ; but 
when he came down again, he said, he had not 
waked you. 

Lov. Sure this fellow, whoe'er he was, was sent 
by Fortune to mistake me into so much money. 
Well, this is not the first time my necessities have 
been stranged supplied : some Cadua or other has 
a kindness for me, that's certain. [-4«£fe.]— Well, 
Monsieur Bibber, from henceforward 111 keep my 
wit for more refined spirits ; you shall be paid with 
dirt ; — there's money for you. 

Bib. Nay, good sir. 

Lov. What's your sum ? tell it out : will the mo- 
ney burn your fingers ? — Sirrah, boy, fetch my suit 
with thegold-lace at sleeves,from tribulation. \_Give^ 
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him gold. Exit Boy.'\ — Mr Taylor, I shall turn the 
better bill-man,* and knock that little coxcomb of 
yours, if you do not answer me what I owe you. 

BUf. Pray, sir, trouble not yourself; 'tis nothing ; 
i'feck now 'tis not. 

X#or. How nothing, sir ? 

Fran. An't please your worship, it was seventeen 
pounds and a noble yesterday at neon, your wor- 
ship knows : And then your worship cteme home ill 
last night, and complained of your worship's head ; 
and I sent for three dishes of tea for your good 
worship, and that was six pence more, and please 
your worship's honour. 

Lov. Well ; there's eighteen pieces, tell 'em. 

Bib. I say, Frances, m) not take *em. 

Lov. What, is all your pleading of necessity come 
to this ? 

Bib. Now I see he will pay, he shall not pay. 
Frances, go home, and fetch him the whole bag of 
forty pounds ; I'll lend it him, and the lease of the 
house too ; he shall want for nothing. 

Lov. Take the money, or I'll leave your house. 

Bib. Nay, rather than displease his worship, take 
it. [She takes it. 

Lov. So, scv; go home quietly and suckle my 
godson, Frances. [Exit Frances. 

Bib. If you are for the cellar; sir, you know the 
way. [Exit Bibber. 

Lov. No, my first visit shall be to my mistress, 
the Lady Constance Nonsuch. She's discreet, and 
how the devil she comes to love me, I know not ; 
yet I am pretty confident she loves me. Well, no 
woman can be wiser, than you-know-what will give 
her leave to be. 



♦ Alluding to the ancient weapon called the bill ; a never-fail- 
ing source of puns in old plays. 
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Enter Lady Constance, and Madam Isabella. 

Isa. Look, look ; is not that your servant> Love- 
by? 

Lov. 'Tie she ; there's no being seen, till I am 
better habited. \^Exit Loveby. 

Canst. Let him go, and take no notice of him : 
Poor rogue ! he little thinks I know his poverty, 

Isa. And less, that you supply it by an unknown 
hand. 

Const. Aye, and falsified my father's key to do it. 

Isa. How can you answer this to your discretion ? 

Const. Who could see him want, she loves ? 

Enter Setstone. 

Isa. O here's Mr Setstone come, your jeweller, 
madam. 

Const. Welcome, Setstone. Hast thou perform- 
ed thy visit happily, and without discovery ? 

Set. As you would wish it, madam : I went up 
to his chamber without interruption; and there 
found him drowning his cares, and pacifying his 
hunger, with sleep ; which advantage I took, and, 
undiscovered by him, left the gold divided in his 
pockets. 

Const. Well, this money will furnish him, I hope, 
that we may have his company again. 

Set. Two hundred and fifty good pounds, ma- 
dam. Has your father missed it yet ? 

Const. No ; if he had, we should have all heard 
on't before now. But, pray God, Monsieur Loveby 
has no other haunts to c&vert him, now he's ran- 
somed ! What a kind of woman is his landlady ? » 

Set. Well enough to serve a tailor ; or to kiss 
when he comes home drunk, or wants money; but 
far unlikely to create jealousy in your ladyship. 

VOL. II. c 
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Enter Servamt. 

Sen. Madam, Justice Trice desires your lady- 
ship's excuse, that he has not yet parformed the ci- 
Tilities of his hour to you ; he is despatching a little 
business, about which he is earnestly employed. 

CofMt. 13l€% master of his own occasions. 

{Exit Servant. 

Isa. We shall see him anon, with his face as red 
as if it had been boiled in pump- water : But, when 
oomes this mirror of knighthood, that is to be pre- 
sented you for your servant ? 

Const. Oh, 'tis well thought on. Faith, thou 
know'st my affections are otherwise disposed. He's 
rich, ahd thou want'st a fortune ; — atchieve him, if 
thou can'st ; 'tis but trying, and thou hast as much 
wit as any wench in England. 

Isa. On condition you'll take it for a courtesy to 
be rid of an ass, I care not if I marry him. The old 
fool, your father, would be so importunate to match 
you with a young fool, that, partly for quietness- 
sake, I am content to take him. 

Const. To take him ! then you make sure on't. 

Isa. As sure, as if the sack-posset were already 
eaten. 

Const. But, what means wilt thou use to get 
him? 

IsQ^ 111 bribe Failer ; he's the man. 

Const. Why, this knight is his inheritance ; he 
lives upon him : Dost thou think he'll ever admit 
thee to govern him? No, he fears thy wit too 
inuch. Besides, he has already received an hundred 
pounds, to make the match between Sir Timcnrous 
and me. 

Isa. 'Tis aU one for that ; I warrant you, he sells 
me the fee-simple of him. 

Set. Your father, madam 
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Enter Nonsuch. 

Isa. The tempest is risen ; I see it in his face* 
He puffs and blows yonderj as if two of the winds 
were fighting upwards and downwards in his belly. 

Set. Will he hot find your false keys, madam ? 

Isa. I hope he will have more humanity than to 
sedrch us. 

Const You are come after us betimes, sir. 

Non. Oh, child ! I am undone: I am robbed,.! 
am robbed ; I have utterly lost all stomach to my 
dinner. 

Const. Robbed ! good my lord, how, or of what ? 

N&n. Two hundred and fifty pounds of fair gold, 
out of my study : An hundred of it 1 was to nave 
paid a courtier this afternoon for a bribe. 

Set. I protest, my lord, I had as much ado to get 
that parcel of gold for your lordship 

N(m. You must get tne as mudi more against 
to-morrow ; for then my friend at court is to pay 
his mercer. 

Isa. Nay, if that be all, there's no such haste ; 
the courtiers are not so forward to pay their debts. 

Const. Has not the monkey been in the study ? 
He may have carried it away, and dropt it under 
the garden-^ window : the grass is long enough to 
hide it. 

Non. I'll go see immediately. 

Enter Failer, Bure, Timorous. 

Fail. This is the gentleman, my lord. 
Non. He's welcome. 

FaU. And this is the particular of his estate* 
Non. That's welcome too. 
Fail. But, besides the land here mentioned^ he 
has wealth in specie. 

Non. A very fine young gentleman. 
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T%M. Now, my lord, I hope there's no great need 
of wooing: I suppose my estate will spei^ for me ; 
yet, if you please to put in a word— 

Nan. That will I instantly. 

Tim. I hope I shall have your good word, too, 
madam, to your cousin for me. [Tb Isabella. 

Isa. Any thing within my power. Sir Timorous. 

JVan. Daughter, here's a person of quality, and 
one that loves and honours you exceedingly — — 

Tim. Nay, good my lord ! you discover all at first 
dash. 

JVon. Let me alone, sir ; have not I the dominion 
over my own daughter ? — Constance, here's a knight 
in love with you, child. 

Canst. In love with me, my lord ! it is not pos- 
sible. 

Nan. Here he stands, that will make it good, 
child. 

Tim. Who, I, my lord ? I hope her ladyship has 
a better opinion of me than so. 

Nan. What ! are not you in love with my daugh- 
ter ? m be sworn you told me so but even now : 
I'll eat words for no man. 

Tim. If your ladyship will believe all reports, 
that are raised on men of quality ^ 

Nan. He told it me with his own mouth, child : 
I'll eat words for no man ; that's more than ever I 
told him yet. 

Fail. You told him so but just now. — ^Fie, Sir 
Timorous ! 

r 

Non. He shall have no daughter of mine, an he 
were a thousand knights ; he told me, he hoped I 
would speak for him : I'll eat no man's words ; that's 
more than ever I told him yet. 

Isa. You need not keep such a pudder about 
eating his words ; you see he has eaten 'em already 
for you. 
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Nan. ril make him stand to his words, and he 
shall not marry my daughter neither : By this good 
day, I will. [^Exit Nonsuch. 

Cmst 'Tis an ill day to him ; he has lost two 
hundred and fifty pounds in't. [To Isabella. 

BuTTi He swears at the rate of two thousand 
poundis ja-year, if the Rump act were still in being. 

Fail. He's in passion, man ; and, besides, he has 
been a great fanatic formerly, and now has got a 
habit of swearing, that he may be thought a cava* 
Her. 

Burr. What noise is that ? I think I hear your 
cousin Trice's voice. 

Fail. rU go see. [Exit Fail. 

Isa. Come, Sir Timorous, be not discouraged : 
TTis but an old man*s frowardness ; he's always thus 
against rain. 

Enter Y AVLZK. 

Fail. O madam, follow me quickly ; and if you 
do not see sport, melancholy be upon my head. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

The Scene changes^ awrf TjiiCE i^ discovered platf* 
ing at tables hy himself, with spectacles on, a hot^ 
tle^ and parmezan hy him ; they return and' see 
him^ undiscovered hy him. 

Trice. Cinque and quatre : My cinque I play here, 
sir ; my quatre here, sir : Now for you, sir : But first 
I'll drink to you, sir; upon my faith I'll do you 
reason, sir : Mine was thus full, sir ! Pray mind 

your play, sir : Size ace I have thrown : I'll play 

'em at length, sir. 

Will you, sir ? Then you have made a blot, 

sir ; I'll try if I can enter : I have hit you, sir. 

I think you can cog a dye, sir. 
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-r— I cog a dye, sir ? I play as fair as you, or 
any man. 

■« : ■ . You lie, sir. 

— ~ How ! Ue, sir ? J'U teach you what 'tis to 
giye a gentleinan the lie, sir. 

[ Throws down the tables. 
ITh^ ^ Id^i and discover them*eipes. 

Im. Is this your serious business ? 

Trice^ O you roguQ, are you there ? You ajre wel- 
come, huswife ; and so ar^ you, Constance^ Fa id 
de re tol de re la. [Claps their ba^cks^ 

Isc^ Pr'ythee be not so rude. Trice. 

Trice. Huswife Constance, I'll have you into my 
larder, and shew you my provision : I have cockles, 
dainty fat cockles, that came in the night ; if they 
had seen the day, I would not have given a fart for 
'em. I would the king had 'em. 

Const. He has as good, I warrant you. 

Trice. Nay, that's a lie. I could sit and cry for 
him sometimes ; he does not know what 'tis to eat 
a good meal in a whole year. His cooks are asses ; 
I have a delicate dish of ruffs to dinner, sirrah. 

Const, To dinner ! 

Trice. To dinner ! why by supper they had been 
past their prime. I'll tell thee the story of 'em : I 
have a friend— — 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, dinner's upon the table. 
Trice. Well, well ; I have a friend, as I told 
you- 
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Serv. Dinner stays, sir : 'tis dinner that stays : 
Sure he will hear now. 

Trice. J have a friend, as I told you 

Isa. I believe he's your friend, you are so loth to 
part with him. 

Trke. Away, away , — I'll tell you the story be- 
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tween the courses.-— Go you to the cook immedi- 
ately, sirrah ; and bring me word what we have to 
supper before we go to dinner : I love to have the 
satisfaction of the day before me. {^Exeunt. 
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Enter, as/rom Dinner, Trice, Timorous, Failer, 
. Burr, Constance, Isabella. 

Trice. Speak thy conscience; was it not well 
dressed, sirrah ? 

Tim. What think you of the Park, after our plen- 
teous entertainment, madam ? 

Isa. I defy the Park, and all its works. 

Const Come, Mr Trice, we'll walk in your gar- 
den. [^Exeunt all hut Failer tmd Burr. 

FmL O, one thing I had almost forgot to tell 
you ; one of us two must ever be near Sir Timo- 
rous. 

Burr. Why? 

Fail, To guard our interest in him from the ene- 
my, Madam Isabella ; who, I doubt, has designs 
upon him. I do not fear her wit, but her sex ; she 
carries a prevailing argument about her. 

Enter Bibber, with a Bottle. 

Bib. By this hand, I have alight upon the best 
wine in your cousin's cellar ; drink but one glass to 
me, to shew I am welcome, and I am gone. 

Fail. Here then, honest Will ; 'tis a cup of for- 
bearance to thee. 

Bib. Thank you, sir, I'll pledge you — now here's 
to you again. 

Fail. Come away ; what is't, Will ? 
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Sib. 'Tis what you christened it» a cup of for- 
bearance, sir. 

Fail. Why, I drank that to thee. Will, that thou 
3bouldst forbear thy money. 

J?i6. And I drink this to you, sir ; henceforward 
I'll forbear working for you. 

Fail. Then say I : 

Take a little Bibber ^ 
And throw him in the river ; 
And if he tvill trust never, 
Then there let him lie ever. 

Bib. Then say I : 

Take a little Failer, 
And throw him to the jailor ; 
And there let him lie. 
Till he has paid his tailor. 

. Bv/rr. You are very smart upon one another 
gentlemen. 

Fail This is nothing between us ; I use to tell 
him of his title, Fiery facials ; and his setting dog, 
that runs into ale-houses* before him, and comes 
questing out again, if any of the wits, his custom- 
ers, be within. 

Bib. I'faith 'tis true ; and I use to tell him of his 
two capon's tails about his hat, that are laid spread- 
eaglewise to make a feather ; I would go into the 
snow at any time, and in a quarter of an hour I 
would come in with a better feather upon my head. 
And so farewell, sir ; I have had the better on you 
hitherto, and for this time I am resolved to keep it. 

lEa:it Bibber. 

Fail. The rogue's too hard for me ; but the best 
on't is, I have my revenge upon his purse. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isa. Came not Sir Timorous this way, gentle- 
men ? He left us in the garden, and said he would 
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look out my Lord Nonsuch, to make his peace with 
him. 

FaU. Madam, I like not your enquiring after Sir 
Timorous : I suspect you have some design upon 
him : You would fain imdermine your cousin, and 
marry him yourself. 

Isa. Suppose I should design it, what are you 
the worse for my good fortune ? Shall I make a 
proposition to you ? I know you two carry a great 
stroke with him : Make the match between us, and 
propound to yourselves what advantages you can 
reasonably hope : You shall chouse him of horses, 
cloaths, and money, and I'll wink at it. 

Burr. And if he will not be choused, shall we 
beat him out on't ? 

Isa. For that, as you can agree. 

Fail. Give us a handsel of the bargain ; let us 
enjoy you, and 'tis a match. 

Isa. Gramercy i'faith, boys ; I love a good offer, 
however the world goes ; but you would not be so 
base to wrong him that way ? 

Fail. I vow to gad but I would, madam : In a 
horse, or a woman, I may lawfully cheat my own 
father. Besides, I know the knight's complexion ; 
he would be sure to follow other women ; and all 
that. 

Isa. Nay, if he fought with the sword, he should 
give me leave to fight with the scabbard. 

Burr. What say you, madam ? Is't a bargain ? 

Isa. 'Tis but a promise ; and I have learnt a court 
trick for performing any thing [Aside.'] — Well, gen- 
tlemen,, when I am married I'll think upon you ; 
you'll grant there's a necessity I should cuckold 
him, if it were but to prove myself a wit. 

Fail. Nay, there's no doubt you'll cuckold him, 
and all that ; for look you, he's a person fit for no- 
thing else ; but I fear we shall not have the graf- 
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fing of the horns. We must have livery tnd sdisia 
before-hand of you, *or I protest to gad we belieine 
you not. 

I9a. I have past my word ; is't not sufficient ? 
What ! do you think I would tell a lie to save sudi 
a paltry thing as a night's lodging ?*— Hark yon, 
sir. [ To BuRB. 

FaU. Now will she attempt Burr ; egad^ she his 
found him out for the weaker vessel. 

Im. I have no kindness for that Failer ; we'll 
strike him out, and manage Sir Timorous ourselves. 

Burr. Indeed we won't. 

Isa. Failer's a rook ; and, besides, he's such a de- 
bauched fellow 

Burr. I am ten times worse. 

Isa. Leave it, and him that taught it you : You 
have virtuous inclinations, and I woula not have 
you ruin yourself. He, that serves many mistresses, 
surfeits on his diet, and grows dead to the whole 
sex : 'Tis the folly in the world next long ears and 
braying. 

Burr. l^QW I'm sure you have a mind to me ; 
when a woman once falls a preaching, the next 
thing is ever use and application. 

Im. Forbear your rudeness ! — 

Burr. Then I am sure you mean to jilt me : You 
decline Failer, because he has wit ; and you think 
me such an ass, that you may pack me off so soon 
as you are married ; no, no, I'll not venture certain- 
ties for uncertainties. 

Isa. I can hold no longer ; — Mr Failer, wlurt do 
you think this fellow was saying of you ? 

Fail. Of me, madam ? 

Isa. That you were one of the arrantest cowards 
in Christendom, though you went for one of the 
Dear Hearts ; that your name had been upon more 
posts than playbills ; and that he had been acquaint- 
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ed wiHi you these seven years, drunk and sober, 
and yet could never fasten a quarrel upon you. 

JBurr. Do you believe this, dear heart ? 

Isa. If you deny it. Til take his sword, ftnd force 
yon to confess it. 

jPW. I vow to gad, this will not do, madam : 
You shall not set us at variance so easily ; neither 
ahall you have Sir Timorous. 

Isa. No ! then mark my words : I'll marry him 
in spite of you ; and, which is worse, you shall 
both work my ends, and I'll discard you for your 
pains. 

Fail. You shall not touch a bit of him : I'll pre- 
serve his humbles from you, egad ; they shall be his 
keeper's fees.* 

Burr. She shall cut an atom sooner than divide 
US. IJExeunt Buee and Failee. 

JSnter Constance. 

Const. I have given 'em the slip in the garden* 
to come and overhear thee. No fat ovei^own vir* 
gin of forty ever offered herself so dog-cheap, or was 
more despised ; methinks now this should mortify 
thee exceedingly. 

Is(h Not a whit the more for that. Cousin mine, 
our sex is not so easily put out of conceit with our 
Qwn beauties. 

Const Thou hast lost the opinion of thy hones- 
ty, and got nothing in recompence. Now that's 
such an oversight in a lady 

Isa. You are deceived ; they think me too vir- 
tuous for their purpose. But I have yet another 
way to try, and you shall help me. 



* The keeper of a royal forest had for his fees the skin, head, 
umbles(i. e. inwards), chineiBnd shoulders. — Holin shed's C/iro- 
nick, vol. i. p. 104k 
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Enter Loteby, new habited. 

Const. Mr Loveby, welcome, welcome : Where 
have you been this fortnight ? * 

Lao. Faith, madam, out of town, to see a little 
thing thaf s fallen to me upon the death of a grand- 
mother. 

Canst. You thank death for the windfall, servant: 
But why are you not in mourning for her ? 

Lao. Troth, madam, it came upon me so sudden- 
ly, I had not time : 'Twas a fortune utterly unex- 
pected by me. 

Isa. Why, was your grandmother so young, you 
could not look for her decease ? 

Lao. Not for that neither ; but I had many other 
kindred, whom she might have left it to ; only she 
heard I lived here in fashion, and spent my money 
in the eye of the world. 

Canst. You forge these things prettily; but I 
have heard you are as poor as a decimated cavalier, 
and had not one foot of land in all the world. 

Lav. Rivals' tales, rivals' tales, madam. 

Const. Where lies your land, sir ? 

Lov. I'll tell you, madam, it has upon it a very 
fair manor house ; from one side you have in pros- 
pect an hanging garden. 

Isa. Who was hanged there ? not your grand- 
mother, I hope ? ' 

Lov. In the midst of it you have a fountain : 
You have seen that at Hampton-court? It will 
serve to give you a slight image of it. Beyond the 
garden you look to a river through a perspective of 
fruit-trees ; and beyond the river you see a mead 

so flowery ! Well, I shall never be at quiet, till 

we two make hay there. 

Const. But where lies this paradise ? 

Lov. Pox on't ; I am thinking to sell it, it has 



4S THE WIIJ> GALLANT. ACT IL 

Omst. Yoa U not find your account in this txick 
to get Failer beaten ; 'tis too palpaMe and open. 

Im. I warrant you 'twill pass upcn Burr Sat a 
time : So my revenge and your interest will go cm 
together. 

Fail. Burr, there's misdiief a-farewin^ I know 
it by thdr whispering, I vow to gad: Loc^ to 
yourself, their design is on you ; for my par^ I am 
a person that am above 'em. 

Tim. to Trice. But then you must speak for me, 
Mr Trice ; and you too, my lord. 

NoM. If you deny't again, I'U beat you ; look 
to't, boy. 

Trice. Come on ; I'll make the bargaui. 

Jun. You were ever good in a flesh-market. 

Trice. Come, you little harlotry ; what satisfae- 
tion can you give me for running away before the 
ruffs came in ? 

Canst. Why, I left you to 'em, that ever invite 
your own belly to the greatest part of all your feasts. 

Trice. I have brought you a knight here, bus*- 
wife, with a plentiful fortune to furnish out a table ; 
and what would you more ? Would you be an an- 
gel in heaven ? 

Isa. Your mind's ever upon your belly. 

Trice. No : 'tis sometimes upon yours : But, what 
say'st thou to Sir Timorous, little Constance ? 

Const. Would you have me married to that King 
Midas's face ? 

Trice. Midas me no Midas ; he's a wit, he un- 
derstands eating and drinking well : Poetu coquuSf 
the heathien philosopher could tell you that. 

Const. Come on, sir : what's your will with me ? 

[Laughs^ 

Tim. Why, madam, I could only wish we were 
a little better acquainted, that we might notlaugh 
at one another so. 
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Const If f be focrf puts forwwd^ I am undone. 

Tim^ Fool !— do yoli know me» madam? 

Om^^ You may see I know you, because I call 
you by yom* name. 

FmL You must endure these rebukes with pa« 
tience, Sir Timorous. 

Qmst. What, are you planet-struck ?— -Look 
you, my lord, the gentleman^s tongue-tied. 

Norn. This is past enduring. 

Fail. 'Tis nothing,^ my lord ;— courage, Sir Ti- 
morous. 

Nan. I say 'tis past enduring ; that's more than 
ever I told you yet : Do you come to make a fool 
of my daughter ? 

Isa. Why lord— — 

Nm. Why lady— [JBa»* Nonsuch. 

Trice. Let's follow the old man, and pacify him. 

Im. Now, cou^ ! ■ ■ 

[Exeunt Isa. Trice, Buue. 

Const. Well, Mr Failer, I did not think you, of 
all the rest, would have endeavoured a thing so 
much ag£unst my inclination, as this marriage : if 
you had been acquainted with my heart, I am sure 
you would not. 

Fml. What pan the meaning of this be ? You 
would not have me believe you love me ; and yet 
how otherwise to understand you, I vow to gad I 
cannot comprehend. 

Canst. I did not say I loved you ; but if I should 
\ske a fancy to your person and humour, I hope it 
18 no crime to tell it you. Women are tied to nard 
unequal laws : The passion is the same in us, and 
y«t We are debarred the freedom to express it. You 
maifie poor Grecian be^ars of us ladies ; our de* 
sires must have no language, but only be fastened 
to oiir breasts. 

FaU. Come, come ; egad, I know the wbdte sex 

VOL. II. D 
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oi you : Your love's at best but a kind of blind- 
man's-buff, catching at him that's next in your way. 

Const. Well, sir, I can take nothing ill m>m you ; 
when 'tis too late you'll see how unjust you have 
been to me. I have said too much already.^ — 

[Isgohg. 

Fail. Nay stay, sweet madam ! I vow to gad, my 
fortune's better than I could imagme. 

Qnut. No, pray let me go^ sir; perhaps I was in 
jest. 

Fail. Really, madam, I look upon you as a per- 
son of such Worth, and all that, that I vow to gad, 
I honour you of all persons in the world ; and 
though I am a person that am inconsiderable in 
the world, and all that, madam, for a person of 
your worth and excellency I woul d 

Cofut What would you, sir ? 

Fail. Sacrifice my life and fortunes, I vow to 
gad, madam. 

Enter Isabella, Bubb, and Timoeous, at a 

distancejram them. 

Isa. There's Failer close in talk with my cousin ; 
he's soliciting your suit, I warrant you. Sir Timo- 
rous : Do but observe with what passion^he ieonrts 
for you. 

iurr. I do not like that kneading of her hand 
though. 

/m. Come, you are such a jealous coxcomb : I 
warrant you suspect there's some amour between 
"iem ; there can be nothing in't, it is so open r> Piay 
observe. 

JBurr. But how come vou so officious, madam t 
yon, that ere now had a desigp upon Sir Timomua 
for yourself? 

XM. I thouffht you had a better opinion of my 
wit, than to think I was in earnest My oouain 
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may do what she [leases, but he sfaal} never pin 
himself upon me, assure him. 

Const, to Fail. Sir Timorous little knows how 
dangerous a person he has employed in making 
love. {AUmd. 

Burr. How's this !— Pray, my Lady Constance, 
what* s the meaning of that you say to Failer? 

FcM. What lu(£ was this^ that he should omec^ 
hear you I Pax on't ! 

Const Mr Burr, I owe you not that satisfaction ; 
what you have heard you may interpret as you 
please. 

Tim. The rascal has betrayed me. 

Isa. In earnest, sir, I do not like it. 

Fail. Dear Mr Burr, be pacified -,. you are a per^ 
son I have an honour for ; and this change of af- 
fairs shall not be the worse for you, egad, sir. 

Const. Bear up resolutely, Mr Fdler ; and main- 
tain my favours^ as becomes^ my servant. 

Burr. He. maintain 'em ! go, you Judas ; 111 
teach you what 'tis to play fast and loose with a 
man of war. [Kicks him. 

Tim. Lay it on, Burr. 

Isa* Spare him not. Burr. 

Const. Fear him not, sejffant 

Fail. Oh, oh ! would nOTRdy were on my side f 
h&e I am praised, I vow togad, into alt the colours 
of the rainbow. 

Const. But remember 'tit^ for me. 

Burr. As you like this, proceed, sir ; but, come 
not near me to-night, while I'm in wrath. 

[Exeunt Buhr and Timorous. 

Const. Coxae f sir ; how* fare you after your sore 

" ? You bore it with a most heroic patience. : 

Isa. Brave man-at-arms, but weak to Balthazar !^ 

J' ' ■ ' M " r— 

. ! f Alluding to.tbe old play of Hiaronymo. 



» . 
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Pm^ I hope to gad» i n, y '11 a isider the 
merit of my sufferings. 1 would not hove been 
beaten thus, but to ol^ 1 person in. the world— 

Omit. Heaven reward y u for^t ; J never ahalL 

Fail. How, madam ! 

lia. Art thou sudi an asSy as not to pero^ve tlioa 
art abused? Tins beatmg I contrived for you : yoa 
know upon what account; and have yet anoflm or 
two at your service. Yield up the knight ui time, 
%is your best course. 

Jv'lawJL Then does not your ladysUp love me, m^ 
dam? 

Const. Yes, yes, I love to see you beaten* 

Isa. Well, metMnks now you have had a hard 
bargain on^t : You have lost your cully. Sir Tkno- 
fous, and your friend. Burr, and all to get a -poat 
beating. But Til see it mended against next time 
for you. 

i Exeunt Constancb and Isabella, laughing. 
^aU. I am so much amazed, I vow to gad, I do 
not understand my own condition. [£^ 

SCENE II. 

» 1 

Enter LiOveby soluSf m the dari,Mis npord ^mpn, 

groping out %9 way. 

iMf. This is the dme and place he pointed me; 
and 'tis certainly the devil I am to meet ; for no 
mortal creature could have that kindness for vak; to 
supply my necessities as he has done, nor cotild\&ave 
done it in so strange a manner. He told me he was 
ft scholar, and had been a- parson in the fanatics' 
limes : a shrewd suspidbn it was the devil<; 4if at 
least a Hmb of him« If the devil can send dnuxdi* 
men on his errands. Lord have mercy on the laity ! 
Wdl, let every man speak as he finds, and give tne 
devil his due ; I think him a very lumest and well- 
natured fellow ; and if I hear any man speak ill of 
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him» exeept it be a parMti; that gets fais living bjc it, 
I wear a 8wc»rd at his service* : Yet for aU this» I 
do not much care to see him. He does not mean 
to hook me in for my soul, does he ? If he doQs, I 
shall desire to be excused. But what a romie, am 
I, to ^iipe^t iai per6tm that has dealt so umcn like a 
gentleman by me ! He comes to bring nbe moiiey, 
^d woiiid^ it handsomely, that it might ndibe 
perceived, • Let it be as H; will, TU seem to trujit faimr; 
and, then, if he have any thing cf a gif^tleman in 
him, he will sccmi tadeceive me, as much as I would 
to cozen him,if I wei*e the devil,andfae JackLoveby. 

JEntefr Failer at the other end qfthe stage. 

Path What will become of me to-night ! I am 
just in the condition of an out-lying deer, that's 
beaten from his walk for offering to rut. Enter I 
dare not, for Bdrr. 

Lav. I hear a voi^, but nothing do I see.— -Speak, 
what th6u art! 

Fail. There he is, watching for me. I must ven- 
ture to run by him ; and, when I airi in, I hope my 
cousin IMce will defend me. The devil would not 
lie abroad in such a night 

Lw. I thougfat^it was the devil, before be named 
himself. -» 

, [FAiLEB^fioe^ to run qff^ andJbUs into Loveb y'is 
arms. 

Lov. Honest Satan, well encountered 1 1 am sor- 
ry, with all my heart, it is so dark. Faith, I should 
lie very clad to see thee at my lodging ; prVthee, 
let's not be such strangers to one another mr the 
time to come. And what hast thou got under thy 
doak tfaere,little Satan ? I warrant thou hastbrougfat 
me soine more money. 

Fail. Help, help ; thieves ! thieves ! 

[LovEBY kts him go. 
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, Ijon. This 18 Failer's voice. How the devil was I 
mistaken ! I must get ofF, ere company comes in. 

\E9^ Lovjsby. 
FaXl. Thieves 1 thieves ! 

Enter TbicEi Bubr, aiufTiMOBOUSA vndressed. 

AU. Where ! where ! 

P(nl. One was here just now; and it should be 
lioveby by his voic^ but I have no witoeag. 

Trice, It cannot be ; he wants no money. 

Burr. Come, sirrah; 111 take pity on you to- 
night : You shall lie in the truckle-bed. 

Trice. Pox o' this noise ! it has disturbed me from 
sudi a dream of eating ! {Exeunt. 
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Enter Constance and Isabella, 

Canst *Twas ill luck to have the meeting broke 
last night, just as Setstone was coming towards 
him. 

Isa. But, in part of reeompence, you'll have the 

Eleasure of putting him on further straits. O, these 
ttle mischief are meat and drink to me. 
Const. He shall tell me from whence he has his 
money : I am resolved now to try him to the ut- 
most. 

Isa. I would devise s(»nething for hid^ to doi, 
which he could not possibly perform. 

C<mst. As I live, yonder he comes, with the jewel 
in his hand he promised me. Pr'ythee, leave me 
alone with him. 
Jsa. Speed the plough ! If I can make no sport, 
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ril hinder none. Ill to my knight. Sir Timorous ; 
shortly you shall hear news from Dametas.* 

{^Eait Isabella. 

Enter JjOTEBY. 

Lav. Look you» madam, here's the jewel ; do me 
the favQur to accept it, and suppose a very good 
complunent delivered with it. 

Const. iBelieve xae, a very fair jeweL But why 
will you be at this needless charge ? What acknow- 
ledgment do you expect? You know I will not 
marry youL 

Lov. How the devil do I know that ? I do not 
conceive myself, under correction,^ so inconsidera- 
ble a person* 

Const. You^ll alter your partial opinion, when I 
tell you, 'tis not a flash of wit fires me, nor is it a 
gay out-side that can seduce me to matrimony. 

Lov. I am neither fool, nor deformed, so much as 
to be despicable. What do I want ? 

Const. A good estate, that makes every thing 
handsome : Nothing can look well without it. 

Lov. Does this jewel express poverty ? 

Const. I conjure you by your love to^me, tell me 
one truth not minted by your invention, how came 
you by this jewel? 

Lov. 'Tis well I have a voucher. Pray, ask your 
own jeweller, Setstone, if I did not buy it of him. 

Const. How glad you are now, you can tell a 
truth so near a ue. But where had you the money, 
that purchased it? Come — without circumstances 
and preambles-*— 

Lov. Umph — ^Perhaps, that may be a secret. 



_Lk_ 



* A foolish character in Sir Philip Sidney's Arcadia, who seentf 
to have become proverbial. 



56 THE. WILD GALLAKT. ACT III. 

QmH. Say, it be one ; yet he, that knred indeed, 
could not keep it from his mistress. 

Lov. Why should you be thus importunate ? 

Const. Because I cannot think you love me, if 
you will not trust that to my knowledge, i^hidi 
you conceal from all the world beside. 

Lcm. You urge me deeply 

Const. Come, sweet servant, you shall t^ me ; I 
am resolved to take no denial. Why do you sigh ? 

Loo. If I be blasted, it must out. 

Const. Either tell me, cm- resolve to take your 
leave for ever. 

Loc. Then know, I have my means^— I know 
not how. 

Const. This is a fine secret ! 

Lov. Why, then, if you will needs Imow^ *tis 
from the devil ; I have money from him, what; and 
when I please. 

Const. Have you sealed a covaiant, and given 
^way your soul for money ? 

Lov. No sudi thing intended on my part. • 

Const. How then ? 

Loo. I ktlow not yet what conditions he^U pro- 

Eose. I should have spoke with him last night, 
ut that a cross chance hindered it. 
Const. Well, my opinion is, some great lady, that 
is in love with you, supplies you stiU ; and you tell 
me an incredible tele of the devil, merdy- to sha- 
dow your infidelity. 
Lov. Devise some means to try me. 
Const. I take you at your word. You shidl a wear 
fireely to bestow on me whatever you shall gain 
this unknoMrn way ; and, for a proofi- because you 
tell me you can have money, what, and when you 
please, brin^ me a hundred pounds ere night. -—If 
I do marry nim for a wit, ril see what he can do ; 
he shall have none from me. {Aside. 

8 
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Loff. You overjoy m^ madam ; youshaUhair^ \\^ 
an 'twere twice as much. . : • : , r 

CoMt How's this ? 

Lao. The devil a cross that I have» <»r know 
where to get ; but I must promise weU» to save my 
credit — Now, devil, if thou dost forsake me ! 

' [Aside. 

CoMt. I mistrust you ; and, therefore, if you £iil, 
I*U have your hand to show against you ; here's ink 
and paper. [Loveby unites. 

Enter Buee and Timorqp^. 

JBiutj^ What makes Loveby yonder ? He's Wri- 
ting somewhat. i . 

Tim. rilgosee. [LmJ^ wer Mm. 

LmL Have you no more manners than to over- 
look a man when he's a writing ? ■ Oh ! irft ypilf 
Sir Timorous? You may stand still; now! think 
on't, you cannot read written hand. 

Burr. You are very familiar with Sir Timprousr 

JLoc^ So am I with his companions, sir. 

Burr. Then there's hopes you and I may be bet- 
tar acquainted. I am one of his companions^ \ 

Lov. By what title ? as you are an ass, sir ? 

Const. No more, Loveby. 

Lov. I need no^ madam. Alas ! this feUow is 
only the solicitor of a quarrel, till be has brought 
it to an head ; and will leave the fitting part to 
the courteous pledger. Do not I know these fdl- 
lows ? You idiall as soon persuade a mastiff to fasten 
on a lion, as one of those to engage with a courage 
above their own : They know well aiough whom 
they can beat, and who can beat them. 

Enter Failer at a distance. 

Fail. Yonder they are : Now would I compound 
for a reasonable sum, that I were friends with Burr. 
If I am not, I shall lose Sir Timorous. 
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Gnut Of servant, have I spied you ? let me run 
into your arms. 

FaU. I renounce my Lady Constance : I vow to 
gad, I renounce her. 

Tim. To your task. Burr, 

Enter Nonsuch a$id Isabella. 

CoMt. Hold, gentlemen ! no sign of quIffxeL 

Nan. O, friends ! I think I diail go mad with 
grief. I have lost more money. 

Lav. Would I had it ; that's all. the harm I wish 
myself. — ^Your servant, madam ; I go about the 
business. [^JExU Lovbbt. 

Nan. What ! does he take no pity on me ? 

Canst IVythee, moan him, Isabella. 

Isa. Alas, alas, poor unde ! could they find in 
their hearts to rob iiim ! 

Nan. Five hundredjpounds, out of poor six thou- 
sand pounds a-year ! I, and mine, are undone for 
^ver. 

FaU. Your own house, you think, is dear, my 
lord? 

Camt. I dare answer for all there, as mudi as fat 
myself. 

JBurr. Oh, that he would but think that Lioveby 
had it! 

FaU. If you'll be friends with me, I'll try what 
I can persuade him to. 

Surr. Here's my hand, I will, dear heart. 

FaU. Your own house being dear, my lord, lam 
apt to suspect this Loveby for such a person. ZMd 
you mark how abruptly he went out ? 

Nan. He did indeed, Mr Failer. But why should 
I suspect him ? his carriage is fair, and his means 
great ; he could never live after this rate, if it were 
not. 

FaU. This still renders him the more suspidous. 
He has no land, to my knowledge. 
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Burr. Well said, mischief. \AMie. 

Const. My father's credulous, and this rogue has 
found the blind side of him ; would LoTeby heard 
him ! [To Isabella. 

FaU. He has no means, and he loses at play ; so 
that, for my part, I protest to gad, I am resolved 
he picks locks for his living. 

Bvrr. Nay, to my knowledge, he picks locks. 

Thfi. And to mine. 

FaU. No longer ago than last night he met me 
in tihe dark, and offered to dive into my pockets. 

N<m. Thafs a main argument for suspicion. 

FaU. I remember once, when the keys of the 
Exchequer were loi^t in the Rump-time^ he was 
sent for upon an extremity, and, egad, he opens 
me all the locks with the blade-bone of a breast of 
mutton. 

Nan. Who, this Loveby ? 

FaU. This vety Loveby. Another time, when 
we had sate up very late at ombre in the country, 
and were' hungry towards morning, he plucks me 
out (I vow to gad I tell you no lie) four ten-penny 
nails from the dairy lock with his teeth, fetches me 
out a mess of milk, and knocks me 'em in again 
with his head, upon reputation. 

Isa. Thou boy ! 

Non. What shall I do in this case ? My comfort 
is, my gold's all marked. 

Const. Will you suspect a gentleman of Loveby 's 
worth, upon the bare report of such a rascal as this 
Failer ? 

Non. Hold thy tongue, I charge thee ; upon my 
blessing hold thy tongife. TU have him appre- 
hended before he sleeps ; come along with me, Mr 
Failer. 

FaU. Burr, look well to Sir Timorous ; I'll be 
with you instantly. 



60 THE WILD GALLANT. ACT III 

Cotut. Ill watch you, by your &vour. lAskk. 
[^Exeunt Nonsuch and Failer, Constance 
following them. 

lia. A word. Sir Timorous. 

Burr. {GeUbdtind^ She shall have a courae at 
the knight, and come up to him ; but wh^i she is 
just ready to pinch, he shall give such a loose firom 
ha^ dmU biedc her heart 

Isa. Burr there still, and watdiing us ? Thefe^s 
certainly some plot in this, but Til turn it to my 
own advantage. [Amde, 

Tim. Did you mark Bunfs retirement; nwdatn ? 

Isa. Ay ; his guilt, it seems, makes him shun 
your company. 

Tim. In what can he be guilty ? 

Im. You must needs know it ; he courts your 
mistress. 

Tim. Is he, too, in love with my Lady Constance? 

Iscu No, no ; but, which is wors^ he courts me. 

Tim. VVhy, what have I to do with you ? You 
know I care not this for you. 

Ita. Perhaps so ; but he thought you did ; and 
good reason. £or it. 

Tim. What reason, madam ? 

Isa. The most convincing in the world. He 
knew my cousin Constance never loved you. He 
has heard her say, you were as invincibly ignorant 
as a town-fop judging a new play ; as shame-fiiQed 
as a great overgrown schooUboy ; in fine, goodt for 
nothing but to be wormed out of your estate^ and 
sacrificed to the god of laughter. 

T^. Was your cousin so barbarous to say tlus ? 

Isa. In his hearing. 

Tim. And would ne let me proceed in my suit 
to her ? 

Isa. For that I must excuse him ; he never 
thought you could love one of my cousin's liu^ 
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mour ; but took your court to her, only as a blind 
to your aflPection for me ; and^ being possessed witit 
that opinion, he thought himself as worthy as you 
to marry me. 

T^m. He is not half so worthy ; and so TU tell 
him, in a &ir way. 

Burr. ITo a Boy entering.l Sirrah, boy, deliver 
this note to Madam Isabella ; but be not known I 
am so near. 

Boy. I warrant you, sir. 

Burr. Now, FcNrtune, all I desire of thee is, that 
^ Timorous may see it; if he once be brought to 
believe there is a kindness between her and me, it 
will ruin all her projects. 

Isa. {To the Boy.'] From whom ? 

Boy. From. Mr Burr, madam, 

Isa. [Reads.} These Jbr Madam laabeUa. 
Dear rt^ue, 
r Sir Timcroue knows nothing of our kindness, nor 
shall forme. Seem stiU to have designs upon kim ; if 
will hide thy i^ffbction the better to thy servant^ 

Burr. 

Isa. Alas, poor woodcock, dost thou go a-bird- 
ing ? Thou hast e'en set a springe to catch thy own 
neck.«— Look you here. Sir Timorous ; here's some- 
thing to confirm what I have told you. 

{Gives him a letter . 

Tim. D, e, a, r, deat; r, o, g, u, e, rogw. Pray, 
madam, read it ; this written band is such a damned 
pedantic thing, I could never away with it. 

Isa. He would fain have robbed you of me ; 
Librd, Lord \ to see the malice of a nmn. 

\Rm^ She lias persuaded me so damnably, that I 
be^n to think she's my mistress indeed. ' ' 

Isa. Your mistress ? why, I hope you are hot to 
doubt that^ at this time of day. I wa» yo^ur mi$* 
Xxws ftom the first day you ever saw me. ^ 
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jHm. Nay, like enough you were so ; but I vow 
to gad now, I was wholly ignorant of my own a£> 
fection. 

Isa. And this rogue pretends he has an interest 
in me, merely to defeat you : Look you, k)ok you, 
whei« he stands in ambush, Uke a ^uit behihd a 
Quaker, to see how his design wiH take. 

Tim. I see the rogae : Now could I find in my 
heart to marry you in spite to him ; what think 
you on't, in a fair way ? 

Isa. I have brought him about sis I could wish ; 

and now 111 make my own conditions. [Aside.'] Sir 

Timonxis, I wish you well ; but he I marry must 

/ promise me to live at London ; I cannot abide to 

\ be in the country, like a wild beast in the wilder- 

\ ness, with no Christian soul about me. 

. Tim. Why, I'll bear you company.. 

Isa. I cannot endure your early hunting-matches 
there ; to have my sleep disturbed by break of day, 
with heigh, Jowler, Jo wler ! there Venus, ah Beau- 
ty ! And then a serenade of deep-mouthed curs, to 
answer the salutation of the huntsman, as if hell 
were broke loose about me : and all this to meet a 
pack of gentlemen savages, to ride all day, like mad- 
men, for the immortal fame of being fii^t in at the 
hare's death : to come upon the spur, after a trial 
at four in the afternoon, to destruction of cold meat 
and cheese, with your lewd company in boots ; fall 
a-drinking till supper time, be carried to bed,, toss? 
ed out of your cellar^ and be good for nothing all 
the night after. 

Tim. Well, madam, what is it you would be at ? 
you shall find me reasonable to all your proposi- 
tions. 

Isa. I have but one condition more to add ; for I 
will be as reasonable as you ; and that i& a very poor 
request,^r-tQ have all the money Hi.my disposing 



•u* 
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Tim. How, all the money ? 

/m. Ay, for I am sure I can huswife it better for 
your honour ; not but that Ishall be willing to enoou- 
rage you with pocket-money, or so, sometimes. 

Tim. . This is somewhat hard. 

Isa. Nay, if a woman cannot do that, I shall 
think you have an ill opinion of my virtue : Not 
trust your own flesh and blood. Sir Timorous ? 

3tm. Well, is there any thing more behind ? 

Im. Nothing more, only the choice of my own 
oompanjr, my own hours, and my own actions : 
These trifles granted me> in all things of moment, 
1 am your most obedient wife and servant, Isabella. 

Thn. Is't a match, then ? 

Im. For once I am content it shall ; but 'tis to 
redeem you from those rascals, Burr and Failer-^- 
that wav. Sir Timorous, for fear of spies ; I'll meet 

Jrott atuie garden door. — J^Exit Timorous.] I have 
ed an women the way, if they dare but follow me. 
And now march off, if I can scape by spying, 
^ WHk my drums beating^and my colours flying. 

\Exil. 
JBurr. So, their wooing's at an end i thanks to 
my wit. 

Enter Faileb. 

^ FaU. O Burr ! whither is it Sir Timorous and 
Madam Isabella are gone together ? 

Murr. Adore my wit, toy ; they are parted, 
never to meet again. 

.^aiL I saw them meet just now at the garden- 
door : So ho, ho, ho, who's within there ! Help here 
quickly, quickly. 

Enter Nonsuch and two Servants. 

Nan. What!s the matter ? 
PaU^ Yoxxt niece Isabella has stolen away Sir 
Timorous. 
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Non. Which way took they ? 
Fail. Follow me, I'll shew you. 

TVTifMa T^woaIt vrrkiiv v%A/»lra o-A-aw l%i*v 



lets. 



SCKNE II. 



Enter Loveby. His collar tmbtUtoned, band dare- 
lessly on, hat on the table^ as new risen from 
sleep. 

lAne. Boy ! how long have I slept, boy ? 

Enter Boy. 

Soy* Two hours and a half, sir. 

Ijm. What's a*clock, sirrah ? 

B^. Near four, sir. 

IjOfo. Why, there's it: I have promised my Lady 
Constance an hundred pounds ere night ; I mid four 
hours to perform it in, whenlengagedto doit; andl 
have slept out more than two of them. All my hope 
to get this money lies within the compass of that 
hat there. Before I lay down, I made bold a little 
to prick my finger, and write a note, in the blood 
of it, to this same friend of mine in t'other worlds 
that uses to supply me : the devil has now had 
i^ve two hours to perform it in ; all which time 
I have slept, to give him the better opportunity : 
time enough for a gentleman of his agility to fetch 
it fi*om the East Indies, out of one of his temples 
where they worship him ; or, if he were lazy» and 
not minded to go so far^ 'twere but stepping over 
sea, and borrowing so much money out of his own 
bank at Amsterdam : hang it, what's an hundred 
pounds between him and me ? Now does my heart 
go pit-a-pat, for fear I should not find the mcmey 
there : I would fahi lift it up to see, and yet I am 
so afiraid of missing : Yet a plague, why should I 
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fear he'll fail me ; the name of a friend's a sacred 
thing ; sure he'll consider that. Methinks, this hat 
looks as if it should have something under it : If 
one oould see the yellow boys peeping underneath 
the brims now : Ha ! — \_IjOoks under round abotUJ] 
In my conscience I think I do. Stand out o'the 
way, sirrah, and be ready to gather, up the pieces 
that will flush out of the hat as I take it up. 

Soy. What, is my master mad, trow ? 
[LovEBY snatches up the hat, looks in it hastily, 
and sees nothing hut the paper. 

JLofo. Now, the devil take the devil ! A plague ! 
was ever man served so as I am ! — [ Throws his hat 
upon the ground^] To break the bands of amity for 
one hundred pieces ! Well, it shall be more out of 
thy way than thou imaginest, devil : I'll turn par- 
son, and be at open defiance with thee : I'll lay the 
winJsedness of all people upon thee, though thou 
art never so innocent ; I'll convert thy bawds and 
whores ; I'll Hector thy gamesters, that they shall 
not dare to swear, curse, or bubble ; nay, rll set 
thee out so, that thy very usurers and aldermen 
shall fear to have to do with thee. 

[A noise within o^ Isabella and Frances. 

Enter Fuances, thrusting ha^h Isabella and 

Timorous. 

*Pranc. How now, what's the matter ? 

Isa. Nay, sweet mistress, be not so hard-hearted ; 
all I desire of you is but harbour for a minute : you 
cannot, in humanity, deny that small succour to a 
gentlewoman. 

Franc. A gentlewoman ! I thought so ; my house 
afibrds no harbour for gentlewomen : you are a 
company of proud harlotries : I'll teach you to take 
place of tradesmen's wives, with a wannion to you. 

JLoifD. How's this ! Madam Isabella ! 

vol. il e 
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Isa. Mr Loveby ! how happy am I to meet with 
you in my distress !. 

Lov. What's the matter, madam ? 

Isa. I'll tell you, if this gentlewoman will give 
me leave* 

Franc, No, gentlewomab, I will not give you 
leave ; they are such as we maintain your pride, as 
they say.— [Isabella and Loveby &huqyer.^ Our 
husbands trust you, and you must go before their 
wives. I atn sure my good- man never goes to any 
of your lodgings, but he comes home the worse for 
it, as they say. 

Lov. Is that all ? — ^Pr'ythee, good landlady, for 
my sake entertain my friends, 

Franc. If the gentleman's worship had come 
alone, it may be I might have ehtertained him ; but 
for your minion ! 

Enter Nonsuch, Faihir, Burr, and Officers. 

Cry within^ Here, here. 

Fail. My lord, arrest vSir Timorous upon a pro- 
mise of marnage to your daughter, and we'll wit- 
ness it. 

Tim. Why, what a strange thing of you's this, 
madam Isabella, to bring a man into trouble thus ! 

Fail. You are not yet married to her ? 

Tim. Not that I remember. 

Isa. Well, Failer, I shall find a time to reward 
your diligence. 

Lov. If the knight would have owned his action, 
I should have taught some of you more manners, 
than to come ^ith officers into my lodging. 

Franc. I'm glad with all my heart this minx is 
prevented of her -design : the gentleman had got a 
great catch of her, as they say. His old father in 
the country would have given him but little^anks 
for it, to see him bring down a fine-bred woman. 
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vnih a lute^ and a dressing-box, and a handful of 
money to her portion. 

Isa. Good Mistress Whatdeelack ! I kpow your 

Suarrel to the ladies ; do they take up the gallants 
■om the tradesmen's wives ? JLord, what a grievous 
thing it is, for a she citizen to be forced to have 
children by her own husband ! 

Franc. Come, come, you're a sknderful huswife, 
and I squorn your harlotry tricks, that I do, so I do. 
Isa. Steeple-hat, your husband, never gets a good 
look when he comes home, except he brings a gen- 
tleman to dinner ; who, if he casts an amorous eye 
towards you, then, " Trust him, good husband, 
sweet husband, trust him for my sake : Verily the 
gentleman's an honest man, I read it in his coun- 
tenance ; and if you should not be at home to re- 
ceive the money, I know he will pay the debt to 
me."* Is't not so, mistress ? 

Enter Bibber in slippers, with a skein of silk 

about his neck. 

Franc. Will you see me wronged thus, under 
my own roof, as they say, William ? 

Isa. Nay, 'tis very true, mistress : you let the 
men, with old compliments, take up new clothes ; 
I do not mean your wife's clothes, Mr Merchant- 
Tailor. 

Bib. Good, i'faith ! a notable smart gentlewoman ! 

Isa. Look to your wife, sir, or, in time, she may 
undo your trade ; for she'U get all your men-cus- 
tomers to herself. 

Bib. An' I should be hanged, I can forbear no 
Icmger. [He plucks out his fneasure, and runs to 

Isabella, to take measure of her. 

Isa. How now ! what means Prince Pericles by 
this?- 

Bib, [On his knees.'] I must beg your ladyship 
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e'en to have the honour to trust you but For your 
gown, for the sake of that last jest, flowered satin, 
wrought tabby, silver upon any grounds ; I shall 
run mad if I may not trust your ladyship. 

Franc. I think you are mad already, as they say, 

William : You shall not trust her 

[^Plucks kirn back. 

'Sib. Let me alone, Frances : I am a lion when I 
am angered. 

Isa. Pray do not pull your lion by the tail so, 
mistress — ^In these clothes, that he now takes mea^ 
sure of me for, will I marry Sir Timorouis ; mark 
that, and tremble, Failer. 

Fail. Never threaten me, madam ; you're a per- 
son I despise. 

Isa. I vow to gad, I'll be even with you, sir. 

[Fxit 

Non. \^To the Bailiffis.'] ~-^ And when you have 
arrested him, be sure you search him fof my-gold. 

Bailiffs. [7b Lqveby.] We arrest you, sir, at 
my Lord Nonsuch's suit. 

Lov. Me, you rascals ! 

Non. Search him for my gold ; you know the 
marks on't, 

L&o. If they can find any marked or unmarked 
gold about me, they'll find more than I can. You 
expect I should resist now ; no, no ; I'll hamper yoa 
for this. 

Bail. There's nothing to be found about him. 

Fail. 'Tis no matter, to prison with him ; there 
all his debts will come upon him. 

Lov. What, hurried to durance, like a stinkard ! 

Bib. Now, as I live, a pleasant gentleman ! I 
could find in my heart to bail him ; but I'll over- 
come myself, and steal away. [Is going. 

Bail. Come, sir, we must provide you of another 
lodging ; but J believe you'll scarce like it. 
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Ixw. If I do not, I ask no favour ; pray turn me 
out of doors. 

Bib. Turn him out of doors ! What a jest was 
there ? Now, an' I should be hanged, I cannot for- 
beiar bailing him.— -Stay, officers, I bail him, body 
imd soul, for that jest. 

Fail. Let us begone in time, Burr. 

[Exeunt Burr, Failer, ayid Timorous. 

Franc. You shall not bail him. 

Bib. I know I am a rogue to do it ; but his wit 
has prevailed upon me, and a man must not go 
againilt his conscience. There, officers. 

Lov. to Non. Old man, if it were not for thy 
daughter » 

Non. Well, well ; take your course, sir. 

[Exeunt Nonsuch and Bailiffs. 

Lov. Come^ Will, I'll thank thee at the tavern. 
Frances, remeniber this the next time you come 
up to make my bed. 

Franc. Do your worst, I fear you not, sir. This 
is twice to-day, William ; to trust a gentlewoman, 
and bail a ragamuffian. I am sure he called you 
cuckold but yesterday, and said he would make 
you one. 

Lav. Look you, Frances, I atn a man of honour, 
and, if I said it. 111 not break my word with you. 

Bib. There he was with you again, Frances. An 
excellent good jest, i'faith, la. 

Franc. I'll not endure it, that I won't, so I won't. 
Ill go to the justice's worship, and fetch a warrant 
for him. 

IjOv. But, landlady, the word cuckold will bear 
no action in the law, except you could prove your 
husband prejudiced by it. Have any of his custo- 
mers forsook him for't ? Or any mercer refused to 
trust him the less, for my calling him so ? 

Franc. Nay, I know not for the mercers ; per- 
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haps the citizens may take it for no slander among 
one another, as they say ; but for the gentlemen-^ 

hw>. Will, have they forsaken thee upon it ? 

Mth. No, I assure you, sir. 

Ijov. No, I warrant 'em : A cuckold has the sig- 
nification of an honest well-meaning citizen ; one^ 
that is not given to jealousies or suspicions ; a just 
person to his wife, &c. ; one that, to speak the 
worst of him, does but to her, what he would be 
content should be done to her by other men. 

Franc. But that another man should be the fa- 
ther of his children, as they say ; I don*t think that 
a civil thing, husband. 

2xw. Not civil, landlady \ why all things are 
civil, that are made so by custom. 

J?iJ. Why may not he get as fine children as I, 
or any man ? 

Franc. But if those children, that are none of 
yours, should call you father, William ! 

Bih. If they call me father, and are none of mine, 
I am the more beholden to 'em. 

Franc. Nay, if that be your hutoour, husband, I 
am glad I know it, that I may please you the bet- 
ter another time, as they say. \Exit Frances. 

JBib. Nay, but Frances, Frances ! 'tis such an- 
other woman. \Fx%t Bibber. 

iot?. Tis such another man ! My coat and 

sword, boy, I must go to Justice Trice's ; bring the 
women, and come after me. ' \Exit Loveby. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
A Table set with Cards upon it 
Trice walking : Enter Servant 

Sere. Sir, some company is without upon justice^ 
business. 

Trice^ . Saucy rascal^ to disturb my meditations ! 

\E(sit Servant 
•— Ay> it shall be he t Jack Loveby, what think'st 
thou of a game at piquet, we two, hand to fist ? you 
and I will play one single game for ten pieces : 'Tis 
deep stake, Jack, but 'tis all one between us two : 
You shall deal, Jack : — ^Who I, Mr Justice ! that* s 
a good one ; you must give me use for your hand 
th^i; that's six i'the hundred. — Come, Uft, lift ; — 
mine's a ten ; Mr Justice : — mine's a king ; oh ho, 
Jack, you deal. I have the advantage of this, i'faith, 
if I can keep it. \IIe deals twelve a piece, two hy 
two, and looks on his own cards.'] I take seven, and 
look on thi s - ■ Now for you. Jack Loveby. 

Enter Loveby behind. 

•: Lao. How's this ? Am I the man he fights with ? 
Trice. I'll do you right. Jack ; as I am an honest 
man, you must discard this ; there's no other way : 
If you were my own brother, I could do no better 
for you. — Zounds, the rogue has a quint- major, 
and three aces younger hand. — \tjOoks on the other 
cards.] Stay ; what am I for the point ? But bare 
forty, and he fifty-one : Fifteen, and five for the 
point, twenty, and three by aces, twenty-three; 
well, I am to play first : one, twenty-three ; two, 
twenty-three ; three, twenty-three ; four, twenty- 
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three ; — Pox on*t, now I must play into his hand . 
five : — now you take it. Jack ;-^five, twenty-four, 
twenty-five, twenty-six, twenty-seven, twenty- 
eight, twenty-nine, thirty, and the cards forty. 
IjW). Hitherto it goes well on my side. — 
Trice. Now I deal : How many do you take. 
Jack ? All. Then I am gone : What a rise is here ! 
Fourteen by aces, and a sixieme-major ; I am gone, 
without looking into my cards. — \Tahes up cm ace 
and bites it'] Ay, I thought so : If ever man plaiy'd 
with such cursed fortune, I'll be hanged, and all 

for want of this damned ac^ ^there's your ten 

pieces, with a pox to you, for a rooking beggarly 
rascal as you are. 

LovEBY enters. 

Lov. What occasion have I given you for these 
words, sir ? Rook and rascal ! I am no more rascal 
than yourself, sir. 

Trice. How's this \ how's this ! 

Lov. And though for this time I put up, because 
I am a winner— [^Snatches the gold. 

Trice. What a devil do'st thou put up ? Not my 
gold, I hope. Jack ? 

Lov. By your favour, but I do ; and 'twas won 
fairly : a sixieime, and fourteen by aces, by your 
own confession,.^— What a pox, w^ don't make chil- 
drens' play, I hope ? 

Trice. Well, remember this, Jack ; from this hour 
I forswear playing with you when I am alone; 
what, will you bate me nothing on't ? 

Lov. Not a farthing. Justice ; I'll be judged by 
you ; if I had lost, you would have taken ev^ry 

piece on't : What I win, I win and there's an 

end. 
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JE!nter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, these people stay without, and will not 
be answered. 

Trice. Well, what's their business ? 

Serv. . Nay, no great matter ; only a fellow for 
getting a wench with child. 

Trke. No great matter, say'st thou ? Faith, but 
it is. Is he a poor fellow, or a gentleman ? 

Serv. A very poor fellow, sir. 

Trke. Hang him, rogue; make his mittimus 
immediately ; must such as he presume to get 
children ? 

Lav. Well considered. A poor lousy rascal, to 
intrench upon the game of gentlemen ! He might 
have passed his time at nine-pins, or shovel-board ; 
that had been fit sport for such as he. Justice, have 
no mercy on him. 

Trice. No, by the sword of justice will I not. 

Lov. Swear'st thou, ungracious boy ? * That's 
too much, on the other hand, for a gentteman. I 
swear not, I drink not, I curse not, I cheat not ; 
they are unnecessary vices. I save so much out of 
those sins, and take it out in that one necessary vice 
of wenching. 

Enter Loveby's Boy. 

JBoy. Sir, the parties are without, according to 
your order. 

jLqiv. 'Tis well ; bring 'em in, boy. 

Enter Lady Du Lake, and two or three Whores. 

Justice, I recommend this ancient gentlewoman, 
with these virtuous ladies, to thy patronage ; for 
her part, she is a person of exemplary life and be- 

♦ Henry IV. Part L Act ii. Scene 4. 
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baviour ; of singular conduct to break through, and 
patience to bear the assaults of fortune. A general 
benefactress of mankind, and, in fine, a promoter of 
that great work of nature, love. 

. Trice. Or, as the vulgar truislation hath it, a 
very sufBcient and singular good bawd. Is't not so, 
boy ? 

Lov. Ay, boy. Now, for such a pettifogging 
fellow as thy clerk to persecute this lady ! pr'ythee 
think on't. 'Tis a grievance of the free-born subject 

L. Du Lake. To see the ingratitude of this gene- 
ration ! That I, that have spent my youth ; set at 
nought my fortune ; and, what is more dear to me, 
my honour, in the service of gentlemen ; should 
now, in my old age, be left to want and beggary, 
as if I were the vilest and most unworthy creature 
upon God's earth ! [^Crying. 

' Lov, Nay, good mother, do not take it so bitterly- 

L. Du Lake. I confess, the unkindness of it 
troubles me. 

Lov. Thou shalt not want, so long as I live.— 
Look, here's five pieces of cordial gold, to comfort 
thy heart with. I won it, e'en now, off Mr Justice ; 
and I dare say he thinks it well bestowed. 

Trice. My money's gone to very pious uses. 

L. Du Lake. [Ijaying her hand on Loveby's 
hedd.l Son Loveby, I knew thy father well ; and 
thy grandfather before him. Fathers they were both 
to me ; and I could weep for joy to see how thou 
tak'st after them. [ Weeping again.'] I wish it lay 
in my power too to gratify this worthy Justice in 
my vocation. 

Trice. Faith, I doubt I am past that noble sin. 

Lov. Pr'ythee, good magistrate, drink to her, 
and wipe sorrow from her eyes. 

Trice. Right reverend, my service to you in ca- 
naiy . \^She drinks after him^ and stays at half a glass. 
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Xr. Ihi Lake. *Tis a great way to the bottom ; 

but heaven is all-sufficient to give me strength for 

it, [JDrinks it vpJ] Why, God's blessing on your 

heart, son Trice ! I hope 'tis no offence to call you 

son ? hem ! — hem ! — Son Loveby, I think my son 

Trice and I are much of the same years. — Let me 

see, son, if nature be utterly extinct in you. Are 

you ticklish, son Trice ? [ Tickles him. 

Trice. Are you ticklish. Mother Du Lake ? 

[^Tickles her sides. She falls off her chair i 

he falls off his to her ; they roll one over 

the other. 

Lov. I would have all Lon4on now shew me such 

another sight of kindness in old age. [ They help each 

other vp.'] Come, a dance, a dance ; call for your 

clerk, Justice ; he shall make one, in sign of amity. 

—Strike up, fiddlers f 

[ TT^ey dance a round dance ^ and sing the tune 4 

Enter Isabella and Constance. 

Isa. Are you at that sport, i'faith ? Have among 

you, blind harpers. [^She falls into the dance ^ 

\At the dance's end, Loveby sees Constance, 

Trice. Is she come ? A pox of all honest women 
at such a time ! 

Lov. If she knows who these are, by this light, 
I am undone. 

Const. Oh, servant ! I come to mind you of your 
promise. Come, produce my hundred pounds ; the 
time'« out I set you. 

Lov. Not till dark night, upon my reputation I 
I have not yet spoke with the gentleman in the 
black pantaloons ; you know he seldom walks 
abroad by day -light. Dear madam, let me wait on 
you to your coach ; and, if I bring it not within 
this hour, discard me utterly. 
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Const. You must give n>e leave to salute tbe 
company. What are they ? 

Lov. Persons of quality of my acquaintance ; but 
ril make your excuse to 'em. 

Const Nay, if they are persons of quality, I shall 
be rude to part from 'em so abruptly. n 

Lov. Why, so. The devil owed me a shame, 
and now he has paid me. I must present 'em, what- 
e'er come on't. l^Aside.^ — This, madam, is my Lady 
Du Lake — the Lady Springwell — the Lady Hoy- 
den. [^She and Isabella salute them. 

Isa. What a whiff' was there came from my Lady 
Hoyden ; and what a garlic breath my Lady Spring- 
well had ! 

Trice. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Lov. Do not betray me, Justice ; if you do ■ ■ 

[Aside. 

Isa. Oh, are you thereabouts, sir ? then I smell 
a rat, i'faith ; but I'll say nothing. \^Aside. 

Const. Ladies, I am an humble servant to you 
all ; and account it my happiness to have met with 
so good company at my cousin Trice's. 

Trice. Ha, ha, ha ! 

L. Du Lake. Are these two ladies of your ac- 
quaintance, son Loveby ? 

Lov. Son, quoth a' ! a pox of our relation ! 

[Aside. 

L. Du Lake. I shall be glad to be better Known 
to your ladyships. 

Const. You too much honour ypur sei'vants, ma- 
dam. 

Isa. How Loveby fidgets up and down ! In what 
pain he is ! well, if these be not they, they call 
whores, I'll be hanged, though I never saw one be- 
fore. [Aside. 

Lov. Will your ladyship please to go, madam ? 

3 
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_ • 

Const I must beg the favour of these ladies first, 
that I may know their lodgings, and wait on them. 

L. Du Ijoke, It will be our duty to pay our re- 
spects first to your ladyship. 

Const. I beg your ladyship's pardon, madam-- — 

Zr. Du Lake. Your ladyship shall excuse us, mat* 



Isa. Trice. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Lov. Ah, devil grin you ! [Aside^ 

Trice. I must go out, and laugh my belly-full. 

lExit Trice. 

Const. But in earnest, madam, I must have no 
denial ; I beseech your ladyship instruct me, where 
I may tender my devoirs. 

X. Du Lake. Since your ladyship commands me, 
madam, I dare disobey no longer. My lodgings 
are in St Lucknor's Lane, at the Cat and Fiddle. 

Const. Whereabouts is that lane, servant ? 

Lov. Faith, madam, I know not that part o'the 
town. — Lord, how I sweat fpr fear ! [Aside. 

Const. And yours, madam, where, I beseech your 
ladyship? 

fS fPnore. In Dog and Bitch yard, an't please 
your ladyship. 

3 Whore. And mine in Sodom, so like your lady- 
ship. 

Omst. How, Loveby ! I did not think you would 
have used me thus ? 

Lov. I beseech your ladyship, but hear my justii- 
fication as I lead you. 

Const. By no means, sir ; that were such a rude- 
ness to leave persons of quality, to wait upon me : 
Unhand me, sir. 

Isa. Ha, ha, ha ! — \_JSxeunt Const. Isa. 

. ZjOv. J am ruined ! for ever ruined. Plague, had 
you no places in the town to name, but Sodom, and 
Lucknor's Lane, for lodgings ! 
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L. Du Lake. If any prejudice arise from it, up- 
on my honour, son, 'twas by mistake, and not in- 
tended you : I thought she desired to have been 
admitted of the quality. 

Lov. I was curst, when I had first to do with you. 

[^Kicks them. 

L. Du Lake. Well, I thank heaven, that has in- 
dued me with such patience. 

[^Examt all hut Lo veb y and Jus JSoy. 

Lw. I have made a fair hand on't to-day ; — ^boUi 
lost my mistress, and hear no news from my friend 
below : The world frowns upon me, and the devil 
ftnd my mistress have forsaken me : My god&thers 
and godmothers have promised well for me : In- 
stead of renouncing them, they have renounced 
tne. 

Soff. Sir, I saw my Lady Ccmstance smile as she 
went out : I am confident she's angry but irom the 
teeth outwards : you might easily make fidr wea- 
ther with her, if you could get the mcmey you pro- 
mised her, but there's the devil 

/»r» Where is he, boy ? shew me him quickly. 

Boff. Marry, God bless us ! I mean, sir, there's 
the difficulty. 

LotK Damned rogue, to put me in 1k^ so 

Emter Bibbee at the other emd. 

Ij09>. Uds so, look where Bibber is : Nowltlunk 
tm% he c^SSered me a bag of forty pounds, and the 
lease <^ his house yesterday : But that^s Ids podgr 
humour ; wh^i I have money, and do not ask him, 
he will offer it ; but when I ask him, he will not 
lend a ^othing,^— Tum this way, ^oirdi, and make 
«s though we did not see him. 

B^ Our g^itleman, I think, ihtaDdng with 
boy there. 

Lm. You understand me ? 
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JBfoy. I warrant you, sir. 
. Lav. No news yet ; what an unlucky rascal 'tis ! 
if the rogue should hereafter be reduced to the rai- 
ment of his own shreds, I should not pity him. 

Bib. How's this ! 

Lov. Now is this rascal hunting after jests, to 
make himself the greatest to all that know him. 

Bib. This must be me. i 

Boy. I can hear neither tale nor tidings of him : 
I have searched him in all his haunts ; amongst his 
creditors ; and in all companies where they are like 
to break the least jest. I have visited the coffee- 
houses for him ; but among all the news there, I 
heard none of him. 

Bib. Good, i'faith. 

Lao. Where's the warrant ? Ill put in my own 
name, since I cannot find him. 

B'yg. Sir, I gave it a scrivener at next door, be- 
cause I could not write, to fill up the blank place 
with Mr Bibber's name. 

Lofo. What an unlucky vermin 'tis ! now, for an 
hundred pound, could I have gratified him with a 
waiter's place at the Custom-house, that had been 
worth to him an hundred pound a-year upon the nail. 

Bib. Could you so, could you so, sir ? give me 
your hand, and I thank you heartily, Mr Loveby. 

Lov. Art thou honest Will ? faith, 'tis not worth 
thy thanks, till it be done : I wish I had the money 
for thee. 

Bib. How much is't, sir ? 

Lao. An hundred pounds would do it. 

Bib. Let me see : forty, I have already by me ; 
take that in part, sir ; — and that, and the lease of 
my house, would over-do it. 

Lov. By aU means thy lease, Will : ne'er scruple 
at that ; hang a piece of parchment, and two bits 
of soft wax ! thou shalt do't, thou shalt, boy. 

Bib. Why, then I wiU, sir : But stay, stay ; 
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now I think on't, Frances has one hundred and 
twenty pieces of old grandam-and-aunt gold left 
her, that she would never let me touch : if we 
could get that, Mr Loveby ! but she'll never part 
with it. 

JjOV. 'Tis but saying the place is for her ; a wait- 
ing woman's place in the Custom-house. — ^Boy, go, 
and tell her on't immediately. [ExU Soy. 

Bib. Hold a little ; she has been very desirous i/y 
get a place in court, that she might take place as 
the queen's servant. 

Lov. She shall have a dresser's place, if thou'lt 
keep counsel. The worst on't is, I have never a 
warrant ready. 

Bib. 'Tis all one for that, sir; she can i^ither 
write nor read ; 'tis but my telling her 'tis a war- 
rant, and all's well. I can't but laugh to think how 
she'll be choused. 

Lov. And you too. \ Aside.'] — Mum, she's here, 
Will 

Enter Franceis. 

Franc. A waiting- woman's place in the Custom- 
house ! there's news for me ! thank you, kind Mr 
Loveby ; you have been instrumental, I hear, of 
my preferment. 

Lov. No, 'tis a dresser's place at court, landlady. 

Franc. O gemini ! that's better news. 

Bib. Aye, but you must make haste and fetch an 
hundred pieces : I can assure you five hundred are 
bidden for it : And the courtiers are such slippery 
youths, they are ever for the fairest chapman. 

Franc. I'll fetch it presently ; — oh, how my heart 
quops now, as they say. I'll fetch it presently .t— 
'Sweet Mr Loveby, if the business can be done, it 
shall be a good thing in your worship's way, I pro- 
mise you. O thfe father ! that it could be done : O 
sweet father ! [Loveby j^fe^ci^ out a paper. 
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IjW). Here, Mr Bibber, pray put in Madam Bib- 
ber's name into the warrant, 

JBih. Madam Bibber ! there's joy ! — I must call 
you wife no more, 'tis Madam Bibber now. 

Franc. Pray read it, Mr Bibber. 

JBih. An order for the admission of the illustrious 
lady, Madam Bibber, into her majesty's service. 

Franc. Pray give me the paper, I'll have nobody 
touch it but myself; I am sure my money pays for 
it, as they say. These are the finest words ; Ma- 
dam Bibber ! pray, chicken, shew me where Madam 
is written, that I may kiss it all over. I shall make 
bold now to bear up to those flirting gentlewomen, 
that sweep it up and down with their long tails. I 
' thought myself as good as they, when I was as I 
was ; but now I am as I am. 

IjOfo. Gqod landlady, dispatch, and bring the 
money — 

Franc. Truly, in the place of a dresser, I dare be 
bold to say, as they say, I shall give their majesties 
worships good content ; I'll go fetch it. 

\^Exit Frances. 

Sib. We must keep the poor soul in ignorance as 
long as we can, sir ; for when she has once smoked 
it, I have no other way but to retreat into the body 
of my janizaries, my journey-men ; and never come 
out into her presence more. Where will you be 
at nine o'clock, sir, that we may rejoice over our 
good fortune ? 

Lw. Call me at my Lord Nonsuch's house, and 
rU go with you. 

Bib. We'll have the fiddles, and triumph, i'faith. 

[^Exit Bibber. 

Lw. Lord, how eager this vermin was to cheat 
himself! Well, I'll after ; I long to finger these Ja- 
cobuses : Perhaps they may make my peace again 
with my mistress. {^E^xit Loveby. 

VOL. II. r 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Failer and Nonsuch. [Constance and 

Isabella listening.l 

Fail. I vow to gad, my lord. Sir Timorous is the 
most dejected person in the world, and full of re- 
gret for what is past. 'Twas his misfortune to be 
drawn in by such a pjerson as Madam Isabella. 

Non. 'Tis well his estate pleads for him ; he 
should ne'er set foot more within my doors else. 

Fail. I'll be security for him for time to come : 
Leave it to me to get the licence. All I desire is, 
your daughter may be ready to-morrow morning. 

Non. Well, let me alone with her. 

[Exeunt Faileb and Nonsuch. 

Isa. You heard the dreadful sound, to-morrow, 
cousin. 

Const. I would not throw myself away upon this 
fool, if I could help it. 

Isa. Better marry a tertian ague than a foc^ 
that's certain ; there's one good day and night in 
that. 

Const And yet thou art mad for him thyself. 

Isa. Nay, the fool is a handsome fool, that's 
somewhat ; but 'tis not that ; 'tis a kind of fancy 
I have taken to a glass coach, and six Flanders 
mares ; rich liveries, and a good fortune. 

Const. Pr'ythee, do not mind me of 'em ; for 
though I want 'em not, yet I find all women are 
caught with gaieties : One grain more would turn 
the balance on his side ; I am so vexed at the wild 
courses of this Loveby. 

Isa. Vexed ? why vexed ? the worst you can say 
of him is, he loves women ; and such make the 
kindest husbands, I'm told. If you had a sum erf 
money to put out, you would not look so much 
whether the man were an honest man, (for the law 
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would make him that) as if he were a good suffi- 
cient pay-master. 

Enter Setstone. 

Canst As I live, thou art a mad girl. 

Set She must be used as mad folks are then ; had 
into the dark and cured. 

Const But all this is no comfort to the word, to- 
morrow. 

Isa. Well, what say you, if I put you to-night 
into the arms of Loveby ? 

Ccmst My condition's desperate, and past thy 
physic. 

Isa. When physic's past, what remains but to 
send for the divine ? Here's little Nicodemus, your 
fatlier^s chaplain ; I have spoke with him already ; 
for a brace of angels he shsdl make all sure betwixt 
you without a license ; ay, and prove ten at night 
a more canonical hour than ten i'the morning. 
I Canst 1 see not which way thou canst perform 
it ; but if thou do'st, I have many admirations in 
store for thee. [ Whispers. 

Isa. Step in, and get a cushion underneath your 
apron. 

Canst O, I must be with child, it seems ! 

Isa. And Loveby shall bring you to bed to-night, 
if the devil be not in the dice ; away, make hastQ. 
— rJB7a?fV Constance.] Setstone, be not you far oflf ; 
I shall have need of you too ; I hear my uncle co- 
ming — Methinks I long to be revenged of this 
wicked elder, for hindering of my marriage to-day. 

Hark you, Setstone [ Whispers. 

Set 'Tis impossible, madam ; 'twill never take. 
Isa. I warrant you ; do not I know him ? he has 
not brains enough, if they were buttered, to feed a 

blackbird — ^Nay, no replies out of what I 

have said, you may instruct my cousin too. 

lExit Setstone. 
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Enter Nonsuch. 

Isa. Oh, are you there, sir ? Faith, it was kindly- 
done of you to hinder me of a good husband this 
afternoon. And but for one thing, I would resolve 
to leave your house. 

N^on. I'm glad there's any thing will stay thee. 

Isa. If I stay, 'tis for love of my oousin Cofi- 
stance, not of you ; I should be loth to leave her 
in this sad condition. 

JVbw. What condition ? 

Isa. Nay, I know not ; she has not worn her 
busk this fortnight. I think she's grown fat o'the 
sudden* 

JVbw. O devil, devil ! what a fright I'm in ! 

Isa. She has qualms too every morning ; ravens 
mightily for green fruit ; and swoons at the sight 
of hot meat. 

JVon. She's with child. I am undone ! I am un- 
done ! 

Isa. I understand nothing of such matters : She's 
but in the next room ; best call her, and examine 
her about it« 

Non. Why Constance, Constance ! 

JEnter Constance, as with child, 

. Isa. Now for a broad-side ; turn your prow to 
him, cousin. [ To her. 

Nofii Now, gentlewoman ! is this possiUe ? 

Const. I do not reach your meaning, sir. 

Non. Where have you been of late ? 

Con^. I seldom stir without you^ sir. The^d 
walls most commonly confine me. 

Non. These walls can get no children ; nor these 
hangings ; though there be men wrought in 'em. 

Isa. Yet, by your favour, nuncle, children may 
be wrought behind the hangings. 

Non^ Oi Constence, Constance ! How have my 
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grey hairs deserved this of thee ? Who got that 
belly there ? 

Const You, I hope, sir. 

Non. Tell me the truth, for I will know it ; come, 
the story. 

Const. The story's quickly told, sir ; I am with 
child. 

j^on. And who is the father ? 

Const. I do not know, sir. 

iVo». Not know ! went there so many to't ? 

Const. So far from that, that there were none at 
aU> to my best knowledge, sir. 

JN^on. Was't got by miracle? Who was the father ? 

Const. Who got your money, sir, that you have 
lost? 

j2Vb». Nay, Heaven knows who got that. 

Const. And, Heaven knows who got this ; for, 
on my conscience, he that had your money, wa^s the 
father on't. 

JVcw* The devil it wa$ as soon. 

Const. That's all I fear, sir. 

Isa. 'Tis strange ; — and yet 'twere hard, sir, to 
suspect my cousin's virtue, since we know the house 
is haunted. 

Non. 'Tis true, that nothing can be laid, though 
under lock and key, but it miscarries. 

Isa. 'Tis not to be believed, what these villain- 
ouf ^)iiits can do : they go invisible. 

* Const. First, they stole away my prayer-book ; 
and, a little after that, a small treatise I had against 
temptation ; and when they were gone, you know. 



Isa. If there be such doings, pray heaven we are 
not all with diild. 'Tis certain, that none live with- 
in these walls, but they have power of. I have 
feared Toby, the coachman, any time this fortnight. 

Non. Out, impudence ! A man with child ! why 
'tis unnatural. 
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Isa. Ay, so is he that got it. 
Non. Thou art not in earnest ? 
Isa. I would I were not. — Hark ! I hear him 
groan hither. Come in, poor Toby. 

Enter Toby, the coachmauy with an urinal. 

Non. How now ! what have you there, sirrah ? 

Toh. An't please your worship, 'tis my water. I 
had a spice o'the new disease here Tthe house ; and 
so carried it to master doctor. 

JVbWr Well ; and what did he say to you ? 

Toh. He told me very sad news, an* please you. 
I am somewhat bashful to speak on't. 
' Isa. Out with it, man. 

Toh. Why, truly, he told me the party that own- 
ed the water was with child ! 

Isa, I told you so, uncle. 

N(m. To my best remembrance, I never heard of 
such a thing before. 

Toh. I never stretch out myself to snap my whip, 
but it goes to the heart of me. 

Isa. Alas, poor Toby ! 

Non. Begone, and put off your livery, sirrah ! — 
You shall not stay a minute in my service. 

Toh. I beseech your good worship, be good to 
me ; 'twas the first fault I ever committed in this 
kind. I have three poor children by my wife ; and 
if you leave me to the wide world, with a new 
charge upon mysel f 

Non. Begone ! I will not hear a word, 

Toh. If 1 must go, I'll not go alone. Ambrose 
Tinis, the cook, is as bad as I am. 

Non. I think you'll make me mad. Call the ras- 
cal hither! I must account with him on another 
score, now I think on't. 
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Enter Ambrose Tinis. 

Non. Sirrah, what made you send a pheasant 
with one wing to the table yesterday ? 

Amh. I beseech your worship to pardon me ; I 
longed for it. 

Isa. I feared as much. 

Amh. And I beseech your worship, let me have 
a boy to help me in the kitchen ; for I find myself 
unable to go through with the work. Besides, the 
doctor has warned me of stooping to the fire, for 
fear of a mischance. 

Non. Why, are you with child, sirrah ? 

Afkb. So he tells me ; but, if I were put to my 
oath, I know not that ever I deserved for't. 

Non. Still worse and worse. — And here comes 
Setstone groaning. 

Enter Setstone. 

Set O, sir ! I have been so troubled with swoon- 
ing fits ; and have so longed for cherries ! 

Non. He's poopt too. 

Im. Well, this is not the worst yet. I suspect 
something more than I will speak of. 

Non. What dost thou suspect, ha ! 

lea. Is not your lordship with child too ? 

Non. Who, I with child ! marry, heaven forbid ! 
What dost thou see by me to ground it on ? 

lea. You're very round of late ; — that's all, sir. 

Non. Round ! that's only fat, I hope. I have had 
a very good stomach of late, I'm sure. 

Isa. Alas, and well you may ; — ^You eat for two, 
sir. 

Non. Setstone, look upon me, and tell me true — 
Do you observe any alteration in me ? 

Set. I would not dishearten your ladyship 

your lordship, I would say—— but I have observed. 
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of late, your colour goes and comes extremely. Me- 
thinks your lordship looks very sharp and bleak 
rthe face, and mighty puffed i'the body. 

Non. O, the devil ! Wretched men, that we are 
all ! Nothing grieves me, but that, in my old age, 
when others are past child-bearing, I should come 
to be a disgrace to my family. 

Const. How do you, sir ? Your eyes look won- 
drous dim. Is not there a mist before 'em ? 

Isa. Do you not feel a kicking in your belly ?— 
When do you look, uncle ? 

Non. Uh, uh ! — Methinks I am very sick o'the 
sudden. 

Isa. What store of old shirts have you against 
the good time ? Shall I give you a shift, unde ? 

Non. Here's like to be a fine charge towards ! 
We shall all be brought to-bed together ! Well^ if 
I be with devil, I will have such gossips : an usurer 
and a scrivener shall be godfathers. 

Isa. I'll help you, uncle ; and Sawney's two 
grannies shall be godmothers. The child shall be 
christened by the Directory ; and the gossips' gifts 
shall be the gude Scotch kivenant. 

Const. Set. Nan. Tab. Amb. Uh! uhr uh! 

Isa. What rare music's here ! 

Non. Whene'er it comes from me, 'twill kill me ; 
that's certain. 

Set. Best take a vomit. 

Isa. An't come upward, the horns will choke 
him. 

Non. Mass ! and so they will. 

Isa. Your only way is to make sure o'the liian- 
midwife. 

Non. But my child's dishonour troubles Ktc the 
most. If I could but see her well married before 
I underwent the labour and peril of child- bearing ! 
-^Whtit would you advise nie» niece ? 
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Isa. That which I am very loth to do. Seiid for 
honest Jack Loveby, and let him know the truth 
on't. He's a fellow without a fortune, and will be 
glad to leap at the occasion. 

Non. But why Loveby, of all the world ? 'Tis 
but staying 'till to-morrow, and then Sir Timorous 
will marry her. 

Const. Uh ! — I swell so fast, I cannot hide it 'till 
to-morrow. 

Isa. Why, there's it now ! 

Non. I'll send for the old alderman, Getwell, im- 
mediately. He'll father the devil's bastard, I war- 
rant you. 

Isa. Fie, uncle ! my cousin's somewhat too good 
yet for an alderman. If it were her third child, she 
might hearken to you. 

Non. Well, since it must be so, Setstone, go you 
to Loveby ; make my excuse to him for the arrest, 
and let him know what fortune may attend him. 

/fo. Mr Setstone, pray acquaint him with my 
cousin's affection to him ; and prepare him to father 
the cushion underneath her petticoat. 

[Aside to Setstone. 

Set. I'll bring him immediately. [Exit. 

IsCu When he comes, uncle, pray cover your great 
belly with your hat, that he may not see it 

Non» It goes against my heart to marry her to 
Loveby ; but, what must be, must be. 

Enter Loveby. 

Const. O, Mr Loveby ! The welcomest man alive ! 
—You met Setstone, I hope, that you came so op- 
portunely ? 

Z#w. No, faith, madam ; I came of my own ac- 
cord. 

Isa. 'Tis unlucky ; he's not prepared. 

Lofo. Ldok you, madam, I have brought the hun- 
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dred pounds ; the devil was as punctual as three o' 
clock at a playhouse. Here ; 'tis right, I warrant it, 
wi^out telling. I took it upon his word. 

[^Grives it. 

Canst. Your kindness shall be requited, servant. 
But I sent for you upon another business. — ^Pray, 
cousin, tell it him, for I am ashamed to do't. 

Lov. Ha ! 'tis not that great belly, I hope. Is't 
come to that. 

Isa. Hark you, Mr Loveby ; a word with you. 

Lov. A word with you, madam. Whither is your 
cousin bound ? 

Isa. Bound, sir? 

Lov. Ay, bound. Look you, she's under sail, with 
a lusty fore- wind. 

Non. I sent for you, sir ; but, to be plain with 
you, 'twas more out of necessity than love. 

Lov. I wonder, my lord, at your invincible ill- 
nature. You forget the arrest, that I passed by. 
But this it is to be civil to unthankful persons ; 'tis 
feeding an ill- natured dog, that snarls while he takes 
victuals from your hand. 

Non. All friends ! all friends ! No ripping up old 
stories ; you shall have my daughter. 

Lov. Faith, I see your lordship would let lodgings 
ready furnished ; but I am for an empty tenement. 

Nbn. 1 had almost forgot my own great belly. If 
he should discover that too ! [ Claps his hat hefore it. 

Isa. [ Jb Lov.'] You will not hear me, sir. 'Tis 
all roguery, as I live. 

Lov. Flat roguery, I'll swear ! If I had been fa- 
ther on't, — nay, if I had but laid my breedies up- 
on the bed, — I would have married her. But I see 
we are not ordained for one another. {^Is going. 

Non. I beseech you, sir ! 

L(yo. Pray cover, my lord. 

Isa. He does his great belly, methinks^ 
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N(m. I'll make it up in money to you, 

Lao. That cannot tempt me. 1 have a friend, 
that shall be nameless, that will not see me want ; 
and so, your servant. [Exit Loveby. 

Isa. I'll after, and bring him back. 

Non. You shall not stir after him. — Does he scorn 
my daughter? 

Isa. Lord, how fretful you are ! This breeding 
makes you so peevish, uncle. 

Non. Tis no matter ; she shall straight be mar- 
ried to Sir Timorous. 

Canst. I am ruined, cousin. [Aside. 

Isa. I warrant you. — My lord, I wish her well 
married to Sir Timorous ; but Loveby will certain- 
ly infect him with the news of her great belly. 

Nan. I'll dispatch it, ere he can speak with him. 

Isa. Whene'er he comes, he'll see what a hana ro^ 
ha she is grown. 

Non. Therefore, it shall be done i'the evening. 

Isa. It shall, my lord. 

Canst. Shall it ? [Aside. 

Isa. Let me alone, cousin. — ^And to this effect 
she shall write to him, that, to conform to your 
will, and his modesty, she desires him to come hi- 
ther alone this evening. 

Nan. Excellent wench! — I'll get my chaplain 
read^. [Exit Nonsuch. 

Cfanst. How can you hope to deceive my father ? 

Isa. If I don't, I have hard luck. 

Canst You go so strange a way about, your bowl 
must be well biass'd to come in. 

Isa. So plain a ground, there's not the least rub 
irft. I'll meet Sir Timorous in the dark ; and, in 
your room, marry him. 

Canst. You'll be sure to provide for one. 

Isa. You mistake me, cousin.-^Oh ! here's Set- 
stone again. 
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Enter SetStone. 

Mr Jeweller, you must again into your deviPs shape, 
and speak with Loveby. But pray be careful not 
to be discovered. 

Set I warrant you, madam. I have cozened iviser 
men than he in my own shape ; and, if I cannot 
continue it in a worse, let the devil I make bold 
with, e'en make as bold with me. 

Lsa. You must guide him, by back Ways, to my 
uncle's house, and so to my cousin's dlamber, that 
he may not know where he \% when be come$ there. 
The rest I'll tell you as we go along. [Exmint 

SCENE III. 

M^^ef Timorous ; after him Btiiift atid Failek. 

Tim. Here, here, read this note ; there's news for 
us. 

Fail. Let mie see't. [Reads. 

Sit Timorous, 

Be at the garden-doar at nine this evening ; ikere 
Til receive you with my daughter. To gratify your 
modesty I designed this way, after I had better cou- 
eidered on it; and pray leojce your caterpillars^ Burr 
and JFailer, behind you. Yours, Nonsuch. 

There is some trick in this, whatever it be* But this 
word, caterpillars— You see. Burr, Sir Timorous is 
like to be lured frotn us. [Aside. 

Burr. Is there no prevention ? [Ajside. 

Fail. One way there is.-— Sir Timorous, pray walk 
a turn, while Burr and I confer a little upon this 
matter. — Look you. Burr, there is but one rettiedy 
in nature, I vow to gad ; that is, for you to h^ve a 
new Sir Timorous, exceeding this person in bounty 
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to you. Observe, then ; in Sir Timorous* place will 
I go, apd, egad, I'll marry my Lady Constance ; and 
then, from the bowels of friendship, bless thee with 
a thousand pounds, besides lodging and diet for thy 
life, boy. 

Burr. Umph, very well thought on. — No, sir ! 
you shall trust to my bounty ; I'll go in his place. 
Murmur or repine, speak the least word, or give thy 
lips the least motion, and I'll beat thee till thou art 
not in condition to go. 

Fail. I vow to gad, this is extreme injustice.— 
Was it not my invention ? 

Surr. Why, dost thou think thou art worthy to 
make use of thy own invention ? — Speak another 
wotd, d*ye see ! — Come, help me quickly to strip Sir 
Timorous ; his coat may conduce to the deceit. — 
Sir Timorous, by your leave. [Falls on him. 

Tim. O, Lord ! what's the matter ? Murder ! 

murder ! 

Surr. D'ye open ? I have something in my 
pocket that will serve for a gag, now I think on't. 

[Gags 9 and hinds him. 
So, lie there, knight. — Come, sir, and help to make 
me Sir Timorous ; and, when I am married, remem- 
ber to increase your manners with my fortune. — 
Yet well always drink together. [^Exeunt. 



ACTV. SCENE L 

Enter Constance, Isabella, and Nonsuch. 

C^Mt This is just the knight's hour ; and lovers 
seldom come after their time. 

Non. Grood night, daughter ; Til to bed, and give 
you joy to-morrow morning. [Exit. 

Im. Pm glad he*s gone. What, your train takes ? 

6 
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Const Yes, yes ; Loveby will come. Setstone has 
been with him in disguise ; and promised him golden 
mountains, if he will not be wanting to his own 
fortune. 

Isa. Is your habit provided too ? 

Const All is ready. 

Isa. Away then ; for this is the place where we 
must part like knights-errant, that take several 
paths to their adventures. 

Const *Tis time, for I hear somebody come along 
the alley ; without question 'tis Timorous. Fare- 
well ; the chaplain stays for me in the chamber. 

Isa. And I'll post after you to matrimony ; I have 
laid a fresh parson at the next stage, that shall carry 
me tantivy. ^Eant Constance. 

Enter Bure with Timorous's coat on. 

Burr. My Lady Constance ! 

Isa. The same. Sir Timorous ? 

Burr. The same. 

Isa. Sir Timorous takes me for my cousin. 

[Aside. 

Burr. My Lady Constance mistakes me for the 
knight. [Aside. 

Isa. Here, sir ; through the dark walk. 'Tis but a 

little way about He's my own beyond redemp* 

tion [Aside. 

Burr. The Indies are mine; and a handsome 
lady into the bargain. [Exeunt. 

Enter Failer, dogging ihem^ as they go qff\ 

Fail. He shall be hanged, ere he shall get her. 
Thus far I have dogged them, and this way I am 
sure they must pass, ere they come to the house. 
The rogue had got the old dog-trick of a states- 
man ; to fish things out of wiser heads than his 
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own, and never so much as to take notice of him 
that gave the counsel 

Enter Isabella and Burr again. 

Now, if I can but give her the hint without his 
knowledge ! — Madam — my Lady Constance ! 

Isa. What voice is that ? 

Fail. A word in private, or you are undone 

Pray step aside. 

Svrr. Where are you, madam ? 

Isa, Immediately, Sir Timorous. ' 

FaU. You are mistaken, madam ; 'tis not Sir Ti- 
morous, but Burr in his clothes ; he has stripped the 
knight, gagged him, and locked him up. 

Isa, Failer? 

Fail. The same. I could not but prevent your 
unhappiness, though I hazard my person in the dis- 
covery, I vow to gad, madam. 

Surr. Who's that talks to you, my Lady Con- 
stance? 

Isa. A maid of my acquaintance, that's come to 
take her leave of me before I marry ; the poor soul 
does so pity me. 

Surr. How will that maid lie, thinking of you 
and me to-night ! 

Isa. Has he the key about him ? [To Failer. 

FaU. I think so, madam. 

Isa* Could not you possibly pick his pocket, and 
^ve me the key ? then let me alone to release Sir 
Timorous ; and you shall be witness of the wedding. 

Fail. Egad, you want your cousin Isabella's wit 
to bring that to pass, madam. 

Isa. I warrant you, my own wit will serve to 
fool Burr — and you too, or I am much deceived. 

[Aside. 

FaU. I am a little apprehensive of the rascal's 
fingers, since I felt them last ; and yet my fear has 
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not power to resist the sweet temptation of re- 
venge. — I vow to gad I'll try, madam. 

Isa. Never fear ; let me alone to keep him busy. 

Burr. Come, madam, and let me take off these 
tasteless kisses the maid gave you ; may we not join 
lips before we are married ? 

Isa. No ; fie. Sir Timorous. 

[ They struggle a little, and in that time 
Fail^bh picks his pocket of the key. 

Fail. I have it — here it is ^now, shift for your- 
self, as I'll do ; I'll wait you in the alley. [Exit. 

Isa. SirTimorous, pray go into my chamber, and 
make no noise till I return ; I'll but fetch the little 
man of God, and follow you in a twinkling. 

Burr. There's no light, I hope ? 

Isa. Not a spark. 

Burr. For to light me to the mark [jEnV. 

Isa. What a scowering have I 'scaped to-night ! 
Fortune, 'tis thou hast been ingenious for me ! Al- 
lons, Isabella ! Courage ! now to deliver my knight 
firom the enchanted castle. [Exit 

Enter J jOyeby, led by Setstone, antickly habited; 
with a torch in one hand, and a wand in the other. 

Lov. What art thou, that hast led me this long 
hour through lanes and alleys, and blind passages ? 

Set. I am thy genius, and conduct thee to wealth, 
fame, and honour. What thou comest to do, do 
boldly ; fear not ; with this rod I charm thee ; and 
neithei' elf nor goblin now can harm thee. 

Lov. Well, march on ; if thou art my genius, 
thou art bound to be answerable for me ; Til have 
thee hanged, if I miscarry. 

Set. Fear not, my son. 

Lov. Fear not, quotha ! then, pr'ythee, put on a 
more familiar shape ^One of us two stinks ex- 
tremely. Pr^ythee, do not come so near me ; I do 
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not love to have my face bleached like a tiffany 
with thy brimstone. 

Set. Fear not, but follow me. 

LiW. 'Faith, I have no great mind to't ; I am some- 
what godly at present; but stay a month longer, and 
ril be proud and fitter for thee. In the mean time, 
pr'ythee, stay thy stomach with some Dutchman ; 
an Hollander, with butter, will fiy rarely in hell. 

Set Mortal, 'tis now too late for a retreat ; go 
on, and live ; step back, and thou art mine. 

Lw. So I am, however, first or last ; but for once 
I'll trust thee, ^Exit. 

SCENE II. 

The scene opens^ and discovers Constance, and a 
Parson hy her ; she habited like Fortune. 

Enter again. 

Set. Take here the mighty queen of good and ill, 
Fortune ; first marry, then enjoy thy fill 
Of lawful pleasures ; but depart ere morn ; 
Slip firom her bed, or else thou shalt be torn 
Piecemeal by fiends ; thy blood caroused in bowls, 
And thy four quarters blown to the top of Paul's. 

Lov. By your favour, I'll never venture. Is mar- 
rying the business ? I'U none, I thank you. 

IHere Constance whispers Setstone. 

Set. Fortune will turn her back if twice denied. 

Lov. Why, she may turn her girdle too on t'other 
side,* This is the devil ; I will not venture on her. 

Set. Fear not ; she swears thou shalt receive no harm. 

Iaw. Ay, if a man durst trust her ; but the devil 
is got into such an ill name of lying — 

Set. Whene'er you are not pleased, it shall be 
lawful to sue out your divorce. 



* A usual ezpresaiQn of indifference for a man's displeasure. 
VOL II. G 
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Lov. Ay, but where shall I get a lawyer? there 
you are aforehand with me; you have retained 
most of them already. For the favours I have re- 
ceived, I am very much her servant ; but, in the 
way of matrimony, Mr Parson there can tell you 
'tis an ordinance, and must not be entered into 
without mature deliberation. Besides, marriages, 
you know, are made in heaven ; and that I am sure, 
this was not. 

Set. She bids you then, at least, restore that gold, 
which she too lavishly poured out on you, unthank- 
ful man. 

Lm. Faith, I have it not at present ; 'tis all gone, 
as I am a sinner. But, 'tis gone wickedly ; all spent 
in the devil her father's service. 

Set. Where is the grateful sense of all your fa- 
vours ? — 
Come, fiends, with flesh-hooks, tear the wretch in 

pieces. 
And bear his soul upon your leather wings. 
Below the fountain of the dark abyss ! 

Lov. What, are you a-conjuring ? If you are good 
at that sport, I can conjure as well as you— J — 

[Draws his stvord. 

Const. Hold ; for Heaven's sake, hold ! I am no 
spirit ; touch but my hand ; ghosts have no flesh 
and blood. [^Discovering. 

Lov. My Lady Constance ! I began to suspect, it 
might be a trick, but never could imagine, you the 
author. It seems you are desirous I should father 
this hans en kelder here ? 

Const. I know not how, without a blush, to tell 
you, it was a cheat I practised for your love. 

Set. A mere tympany, sir, raised by a cushion ; 
you see 'tis gone already. 

Canst. Setstone was sent to have acquainted you ; 
but, by the way, unfortunately missel you. 

Lov. 'Twas you, then, that supplied me all this 
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while with money ? pretty familiar, I hope-to make 
thee amends ere I sleep to-night. — Come, parson, 
pr'ythee make haste and join us. I long to be out 
of ner debt, poor rogue. 

[ 7%^ Parson takes them to the side of the stage ; - 
they turn their hacks to the avdience^ while he 
mumbles to them. 
Set. I'll be the derk ; Amen — Give you joy, Mr 
Bridegroom, and Mrs Bride. 

La/v. Const. Thanks, honest Setstone. 

S I'BB'EJiJ^ViA'^QTS.^fandmtmcwithovt. They play, 
usic. God give your worship a good even, Mr 
Ijoveby. 

Const. Hark ! what noise is that ! — Is this music 
of your providing, Setstone ? 

Set. Alas, madam, I know nothing of it. 
IjO/v. We are betrayed to your father; but the 
best on't is, he comes too late to hinder us. — ^Fear 
not, madam, I'll bear you through them all. 

\Aji they rush out, Bibber, Frances, and Mt^ 
sic are entering in; Bibber and Frances are 
beaten down. — Exeunt Loveb y, Constance, 
Setstone, and Parson. 
All cry out. Oh, the devil ! the devil ! the devil ! 
JBib. Lord bless us, where are you, Frances ? 
JFran. Here, William ! This is a judgment, as 
they say, upon you, William, for trusting wits, and 
camng gentlemen to the tavern, William. 

JSw. No; 'twas a judgment upon you, for desi- 
ring preferment at court, Frances. Let's call up 
the watch, and Justice Trice, to have the house 
searched. 

Pran. Ay, ay ; there's more devils there, I war- 
rant you. [Exeunt. 

iSTufer Loveb Y, Constance, aurf Setstone again. 
ior. It was certainly Will Bibber and his wife, 
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with music ; for, now 1 remember myself, I 'point* 
ed him this hour at your father's house. But we 
frighted them worse than they frighted us. 

Const. Our parson ran away too, when they cried 
out the devil ! 

JLov. He was the wiser ; for if the devil had come 
indeed, he has preached so long against him, it 
would have gone hard with him. 

Set. Indeed, I have always observed parsons to 
be more fearful of the devil than other people. 

JLov. Oh, the devil's the spirit, and the parson's 
the flesh ; and betwixt those two there must be a 
war. Yet, to do them both right, I think, in my 
conscience, they quarrel only like lawyers for their 
fees, and meet good friends in private, to laugh at 
their clients. 

Const. I saw him run in at my cousin Isabella's 
chamber door, which was wide open ; I believe she^s 
returned. We'll fetch a light from the gallery, and 
give her joy. 

Lov. Why, is she married, madam ? 

CoTist. I'll tell you as we go. {^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

JBuRR and the Parson enter y meeting in the dtjftfc. 

Burr. My Lady Constance, are you come again ? 
That's well ; I have waited sufficiently for you in 
the dark. 

Par. Help, help, help, good Christian people! 
the devil, the devU's here ! 

Burr. 'Tis I, madam ; what do you mean ? 

Par. Avoid, Satan ! avoid, avoid ! 

Burr. What have I here, the hairy woman ?— 

Enter Loveby and Constance, with the Hgkt. 
Ha ! yonder's my Lady Constance ! Who have I 

6 
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got? a stone-priest, by this good light. How's this, 
iioveby too ! 

Zxw. Burr a-beating my reverend clergy ? What 
makes you here at this unseasonable hour? I'll 
knpw your business. [Ihaws. 

JSurr. Will you, sii- ? \Theyftght. 

Const Set Par. Help, murder, miurder ! 

Enter^ at one door^ Tkice drunks with the Watch ; 
Bibber and ¥b.asqbs Jbllowing ; at the other ^ 
Nonsuch and Servants, and Failer. 

- Non. Murder, murder ! beat down their weapons. 
Will you murder Sir Timorous, Mr Loveby ? — 
£7%^ disarm both.'] — Sir Timorous ?-^ha, Burr ! 
Thieves, thieves ! — sit down, good Mr Justice, and 
take their examinations. Now I shall know how 
my money went. 

Trice. They shall have justice, I warrant them. 

[^Groes to sit, and misses the chair. 
. J9ib. The justice is almost dead-drunk; my lord. 

Fran. But an't please your worship, my lord, this 
is not the worst sight that we have seen here to- 
night in your worship's house; we met three or four 
hugeous ugly devils, with eyes like saucers, that 
threw down my husband, that threw down me, 
that made my heart so panck ever since, as they 
say !— - 

Nm. The devil again in my house ? 

Ia>v. Nay, here he was, that's certain ; he brought 
me hither, I know not how myself, and married 
me; Mr Setstone there can justify it. But the best 
is, I have a charm about me, that will lay him yet 
ere midnight. 

Fail. And I vow to gad, my lord, I know as little 
how I came hither as any man. 

JBurr. Nor I. 

Trke. Nor I. 
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Ij&o. No, I dare swear do'st thou not, Mr Justice. 

Trice. But I wonder how the devil durst come 
into our ward, when he knows I have been at the 
duties of — my family— this evening. 

Enter one of the Watch, with Timoeous and 

. Isabella. 

Watch. An please your worship, I met this couple 
in the street late, and so, seeing them to be a man 
and woman, I brought them along with me, upon 
suspicion of felony together. 

Fran. This is the proud minx, that sought shel- 
ter in my house this afternoon, Mr Justice. 

Fail. Sir Timorous and Madam Isabella ! I vow 
to gad, we are undone. Burr. 

Isa. Do not you know me, Mr Justice ? 

Lov. Justice is blind, he knows nobody. 

Isa. My name is Isabella. 

Fran. No, thy name is Jezebella ; I warrant you, 
there's none but rogues and papists would be abroad 
at this time of night. 

Bib. £told, Frances. 

Trice. She's drunk, I warrant her, as any beast 
1 wonder, woman, you do not consider what a cry- 
ing sin drunkenness is. Whom do you learn it from 
in our parish ? I am sure you never see me worse. 

Isa. Burr and Failer, acknowledge yourselves a 
couple of recreant knights. Sir Timoroiis is mine. 
I have won him in fair field from you. 

Const. Give you joy, cousin, give you joy ! 

Lov. Married ! 

Isa. And in Diana's grove, boy. 

JjOv. Why, 'tis fine, by Heaven ; 'tis wondrous 
fine, as the poet goes on sweetly. 

Tim. I am sure they had gagged me, and bound 
me, and stripped me almost stark naked, and locked 
me up as fast as a butterfly, 'till she came and made 
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me a man again ; and therefore I have reason to 
love her the longest day I have to live. 

/ja. Ay, and the longest night too, or you are to 
blame. And you have one argument I love you, if 
the proverb be true, for I took you almost in your 
bare shirt. 

Burr. So much for us, Failer ! 

Const. Well, my lord, it had as good out at first 
as at last. I must beg your lordship^s blessing for 
this gentleman and myself. [Both kneel. 

JVon. Why, you are not married to him, I hope ! 
he's married to the devil. 

Ijov. 'Twas a white devil of your lordship's get- 
ting, then ; Mr Setstone and the reverend here can 
witness it. 

Set. Par. We must speak truth, my lord. 

Non. Would I had another child for your sake ! 
you should ne'er see a penny of my money. 

IjOV. Thank you, my lord; but methinks 'tis 
much better as it is. 

Im. Come, nuncle, 'tis in vain to hold out, now 
'tis past remedy. 'Tis like the last act of a play, ' 
when people must marry ; and if fathers will not 
consent then, they should throw oranges at them 
fixjm the galleries. Why should you stand off, to 
keep us from a dance ? 

ivm. But there's one thing still that troubles me ; 
that's her great belly, and my own too. 

Const. Nay, for mine, my lord, 'tis vanished al- 
ready ; 'twas but a trick to catch the old one. 

Ijov. But I'll do my best ; she shall not be long 
without another. 

Isd. But as for your great belly, nuncle, I know 
no way to rid you on't, but by taking out your guts. 

JjOv. Tis such a pretty smart rascal, 'tis well I 
am pleased with my own choice; but I could have 
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got sudi Hectors^ and poets, and gamesters, out of 
thee!— 

Cofut. No, no ; two wits could never have lived 
well together ; want would have so sharpened you 
upon one another. 

Isa. A wit should naturally be joined to a for- 
tune ; by the same reason your vintners feed their 
hungry wines. 

Canst. And if Sir Timorous and I had married, 
we two fortunes must have built hospitals with our 
money ; we could never have spent it else, 

Lov. Or what think you of paying courtier^ 
debts with it ? 

Zwi. Well, to shew I am in charity with my ene- 
mies, I'll make a motion : While we are in town, 
let us hire a large house, and live together. Burr 
and Faile r 

Fail. Shall be utterly discarded ; I knew 'twould 
come to that, I vow to gad. 

Isa. Shall be our guests. 

[Burr and Failer throw up their caps^ and 
cry. Five Madam Isabella ! 

Lov. And Bibber shall make our wedding clothes 
without trusting. 

JBib. No, henceforward 111 trust none but landed 
men, and such as have houses and apple-trees in the 
country, now I have got a place in the custom- 
house. 

Fran. Nothing vexes me, but that this flirting 
gentlewoman should go before me ; but I'll to the 
herald's office, and see whether the queen's majesty's 
dresser should not take place of any knight's wife 
in Christendom. 

Bib. Now all will out — no more, good Frances. 

Fran. I will speak, that I will, so I will. What ! 
shall I be a dresser to the queen's majesty, and no- 
body must know on't ? Ill send Mr Church-warden 
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word on't ; and, gentlemen, when you come to St 
Bride's church (if ever you come to church, gentle- 
men,) you shall see me in the pew that's next the 
pulpit ; thank Mr Loveby's worship for it. 

Ij(yo. Spare your thanks, good landlady ; for the 
truth is, they came too late, the' place is gone ; and 
so is yours. Will ; but you shall have two hundred 
pounds for one, if that will satisfy you. 

Fran. This is bitter news, as they say. 

Ijcyo. Cheer up thy wife. Will. Where are the 
fiddles ? A dance should do it. 

jSti« I'll run and call them. 

Isa. I have found out that, will comfort her.— 
Henceforward I christen her by the name of Ma- 
dam Bibber. 

AU. A Madam Bibber, a Madam Bibber ! 

. Fran. Why, I thank you, sweet gentlemen and 

ladies ; this is a cordial to my drooping spirits^ I 

confess I was a little eclipsed ; but I'll cheer up with 

abundance of love, as they say. Strike up, fiddles. 

JLofo. That's a good wench. 

DANCE. 

Trice. TOris mui»c and a littkf nod has recovered 
me. I'll in, and provide for the sack posset 

Nan. To bed, to bed ; 'tis late. S<m Loveby, get 
me a; boy to-night, and I'll settle three tbousaiid a- 
year upon him the first day he calls me grandsire. 

JLofo. Ill do my best. 
To make the bargain sure before I sleep. 
Where love and money strike, the blow goes deep. 

\Exeunt omnes. 
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EPILOGUE. 



WHEN IT WAS FIBST ACTED. 



T w WUd Gallant has quite plav'd out his game ; 

He's married now, and that will make him tame ; 

Or if you think marriage will not reclaim him. 

The critics swear they'U damn him, but they'll tame him. 

Yet, though our poet's threaten'd most by these^ 

They are the only people he can please : 

For he, to humour them, has shewn to-day. 

That wluch they only like, a wretched play : 

But though his play be ill, here have been shown . 

The greatest wits, and beauties of the town ; 

And his occasion having brought you here. 

You are too grateful to become severe. 

There is not any person here so mean. 

But he may freely judge each act and scene : 

But if you bid him chuse his judges, then. 

He boldly names true English gentlemen : 

For he ne'er thought a handsome garb or dress 

So ffreat a crime;, to make their judgment less : 

AJid with these gallants, he these ladies joins. 

To judge that language, their converse refines. 

But if &eir censures should condemn his play. 

Far from disputing, he does only pray 

He may Leander's destinv obtain : 

Now spare hiin, drown him when he comes again. 



EPILOGUE, 



WHEN REVIVED. 



Of all dramatic writings Comic Wit, 

As 'tis the best, so, 'tis most hard to hit; 

For it lies all in level to the eye. 

Where all may judge, and each defect may spy. 

Humour is tfaiat, which every day we meet. 

And therefore known as every public street ; 

In which, if e'er the poet go astray. 

You all can point, 'twas there he lost his way. 

But, what's so common, to make pleasant too. 

Is more than any wit can always do. 

For 'tis like Turks, with hen and rice to treat ; 

To make regalios out of common meat. 

But, in your diet, you grow savages : 

Nothing but human flesh your taste can please; 

And, as their feasts with slaughter'd slaves began. 

So you, at each new play, must have a man. 

Hither you come, as to see prizes fought ; 

If no blood's drawn^ you cry, the prize is naught. 

But fools grow wary now ; and, when they see 

A poet eyeing round the company. 

Straight each man for himself begins to doubt; 

They shrink like seamen when a press comes out. 

Few of them will be found for public use. 

Except you charge an oaf upon each house. 

Like the train bands, and every man engage 

For a sufficient fool, to serve the stage. 

And when, with much ado, you get him there. 

Where he in all his glory should appear, 

Vour poets make him such rare thmgs to say^ 

That he's more wit than any man i' th' play ; 

But of so ill a mingle with the rest. 

As when a parrot's taught to break a jest. 

Thus, aiming to be fine, they make a show. 

As tawdry squires in country churches do. 
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Things well consider'd, 'tis so hard to make 
A comedy, which should the knowing take. 
That our dull poet, in despair to please, 
Does humbly beg, by me, his ¥nrit of ease. 
'Tis a land-tax, which he's too poor to pay ; 
You therefore must some other impost lay. 
Would you but change, for serious plot and verse. 
This motley garniture of fool und farce. 
Nor scorn a mode, because 'tis taught at home. 
Which does, like vests, our gravity become, 
Our poet yields you should this play refuse ; 
As tradesmen, by the change of fashions, lose. 
With some content, their fripperies of France, 
In hope it may their staple trade advance* 



THE 



RIVAL LADIES, 



TRAGI-COMEDY. 



THE RIVAL LADIES. 



This play^ like that which precedes it, is a drama of intrigue, 
borrowed from the Spanish, and claiming merit only in propor« 
tion to the diversity and ingenuity of the incidents represented. 
On this point every reader can decide for himself; and it would 
be an invidious task to point out blemishes, where, to own the 
truth, there are but few beauties. The ease with which the af- 
fections of almost every female in the drama are engrossed by 
Gonsalvo, and afterwards transferred to the lovers, upon whom 
the. winding up of the plot made it necessary to devolve them, 
will, it is probable, strike every reader as unnatural. In truth, 
when the depraved appetite of the public requires to be gratified 
by trick and bustle, instead of nature and sentiment, authors must 
sacrifice the probable, as well al the simple, process of events. 

The author seems principally to have valued himself on this 
piece, because it contams some scenes executed in rhyme, in what 
'Was ihen called the heroic manner. Upon this opmion, which 
Dryden lived to retract, I have ventured to offer my sentiments 
in the Life of the Author. In other respects, though not slow in 
perceiving and avouching his own merit, our author seems to con- 
sider the '^ Rival Ladies" as no very successful dramatic effort. 

The " Rival Ladies" is supposed to have been first acted in 
l663, and was certainly published in the year following. Of its 
success we know nothing particular. It is probable, the flowing 
verse, into which some part of the dialogue is thrown, with the 
strong point and antithesis, which distinguishes Dryden's works, 
and particularly his argumentative poetry, tended to redeem the 
credit of the author of the '' Wild Gallant." 



TO 



THE EIGHT HONOUBABLE 



ROGER, 



EARL OF ORRERY.* 



MY LORD^ 

7hi8 worthless present was designed you long be- 
fore it was a play ; when it was only a confused 
mass of thoughts, tumbling over one another in the 
dark ; when the fancy was yet in its first work, 
moving the sleeping images of things towards the 
light, there to be distinguished, and then either 
chosen or rejected by the judgment ; it was yours, 



* This celebrated person was fifth son of Richard Boyle^ 
known by the tide of the great Earl of Cork. His first title was 
Lord BroghiU^ under which he distinguished himself in Ireland. 
Cromwell, although his lordship was a noted royalist^ and in ac- 
tual correspondence with the exiled monarchy had so much confi- 
dence in his honour and talents, that he almost compelled him to 
act asLordLieutenant of that kingdom^ under the stipulation that 
he was to come under no oaths, and only to act against the re- 
bel Irish, then the common enemy. He was instrumental in the 
Restoration^ and created Earl of Orrery by Charles H. in l060. 
He deserved Dryden's panegyric in every respect, except as a 
poet— the very character, however, in which he is most compli- 
mented, and perhaps was best pleased to be so. He wrote, 1st, 
The Art of War— 2d, Parthenissa, a romance—"Sd^ Some Poems 
— 4th, Eight Plays— 5th, State Tracts. 

VOL. II. . H 
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my lord, before I could call it mine. And, I con- 
fess, in that first tumult of my thoughts, there ap- 
peared a disorderly kind of beauty in some of them, 
which gave me hope, something, worthy my Lord 
of Orrery, might be drawn from them : But I was 
then in that eagerness of imagination, which, by 
overpleasing fanciful men, flatters them into the 
danger of writing ; so that, when 1 had moulded it 
into that shape it now bears, I looked with such 
disgust upon it, that the censures of our severest 
critics are charitable to what I thought (and still 
think) of it myself. It is so far fix)m me to believe 
this perfect, that I am apt to conclude our best 
plays are scarcely so ; for the stage being the re- 
presentation of the world, and the actions in it, how 
can it be imagined, that the picture of human life 
can be more exact than life itself is ? He may be al- 
lowed sometimes to err, who undertakes to move so 
many characters and humours, as are requisite in a 
play, in those narrow channels which are proper to 
each of them ; to conduct his imaginary persons 
through so many various intrigues and chances, as 
the labouring audience shall think them lost under 
every billow ; and then, at length, to work them so 
naturally out of their distresses, that, when the 
whole plot is laid open, the spectators may rest sa- 
tisfied, that every cause was powerful enough to 
produce the effect it had ; and that the whole chain 
of them was with such due order linked together, 
that the first accident would naturally beget the 
second, till they all rendered the conclusion neces- 
sary. 

i These difficulties, my lord, may reasonably ex- 
cuse the errors of my undertaking ; but for this con- 
fidence of my dedication, I have an argument, which 
is too advantageous for me not to publish it to the 
world. It is the kindness your lordship has conti- 
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mially shewn to all my writings. You have been 
pleased, my lord, they should sometimes cross the 
Irish seas, to kiss your hands ; which passage (con- 
trary to the experience of others) I have found the 
least dangerous in the world. Your favour has 
shone upon me at a remote distance, without the 
least knowledge of my person ; and (like the in- 
fluence of the heavenly bodies) you have done good, 
without knowing to whom you did it. It is this 
virtue in your lordship, which emboldens me to this 
attempt ; for, did I not consider you as my patron, 
I have little reason to desire you for my judge ; and 
should appear with as much awe before you in the 
reading, as I had when the full theatre sat upon the 
action. For, who could so severely judge of faults 
as he» who has given testimony he commits none ? 
Your excellent poems have afforded that knowledge 
of it to the world, that your enemies are ready to 
upbraid you with it, as a crime for a man of busi- 
ness to write so well. Neither durst I have justified 
your lordship in it, if examples of it had not been 
in the world before you ; if Xenophon had not writ- 
ten a romance, and a certain Roman, called Augus- 
tus Ccesar, a tragedy, and epigrams. But their 
writing was the entertainment of their pleasure ; 
yours is. only a diversion of your pain. The muses 
have seldom employed your thoughts, but when 
some violent fit of the gout has snatched you fi*om 
affiiirs of state ; and, like the priestess of Apollo, 
you never come to deliver his oracles, but unwil- 
lingly, and in torment. So that we are obliged to 
your lordship's misery for our delight : You treat 
us with the cruel pleasure of a Turkish triumph, 
where those, who cut and wound their bodies, sing 
songs of victory as they pass, and divert others with 
their own sufferings. Other men endure their dis- 
eases—your lordship only can enjoy them. Plot- 

3 
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ting and writing in this kind are certainly more 
troublesome employments than many which signify 
more, and are of greater moment in the worid: 
The fancy, memory, and judgment, are then ex- 
tended (like so many limbs) upon the rack ; all <rf 
them reaching with their utmost stress at nature ; 
a thing so almost infinite and boundless, as can ne- 
ver fuUy be comprehended, but where the images 
of all things are always present. Yet I wonder not 
your lordship succeeds so well in this attempt ; the 
knowledge of men is your daily practice in the 
world ; to work and bend their stubborn mind^ 
which go not all after the same grain, but eadi of 
them so particular a way, that the same common 
humours, in several persons, must be wrought upra 
by several means. Thus, my lord, your sickness 
is but the imitation of your health ; the poet but 
subordinate to the statesman in you ; you still go- 
vern men with the same address, and manage busi- 
ness with the same prudence ; allowing it here (as 
in the world) the due increase and growth, till it 
comes to the just height ; and then turning it when 
it is fully ripe, and nature calls out, as it were, to 
be delivered. With this only advantage of ease to 
you in your poetry, that you have fortune here at 
your command ; with which wisdom does often un- 
successfully struggle in the world. Here is no dianee 
which you have not foreseen ; all your heroes are 
more than your subjects, they are your creatures ; 
and though they s6em to move freely in all the sal- 
lies of their passions, yet you make destinies for 
them, which they cannot shun. They are moved 
(if I may dare to say so) like the rational creatures 
of the Almighty Poet, who walk at liberty, in their 
own opinion, because their fetters are invisible; 
when, indeed, the prison of their will is the more sure 
for being large ; and, instead of an absolute power 
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over their actions, they have only a wretched de- 
sire of doing that, which they cannot chuse but do.* 
^ I have dwelt, my lord, thus long upon your wri- 
ting, not because you deserve not greater and more 
noble commendations, but because I am not equally 
able to express them in other subjects. Like an 
iU swimmer, I have wiUingly staid long in my own 
depth ; and though I am eager of performing more, 
yet am loth to venture out beyond my knowledge : 
for beyond your poetry, my lord, all is ocean to 
me. To speak of you as a soldier, or a statesman, 
i¥ere only to betray my own ignorance; and I could 
hope no better success from it, than that misera- 
ble rhetorician had, who solemidy declaimed before 
Hamiibal, of the conduct of armies, and the art of 
^ar. I can only say, in general, that the souls of 
other men shine out at little crannies : they under- 
stand some one thing, perhaps, to admiration, while 
they are darkened on all the other parts ; but your 
l<xrdship's soul is an entire globe of light, breaking 
out on every side ; and if I have only discovered 
one beam of it, it is not that the light falls un- 
equally, but because the body, which receives it, is 
or unequal parts. 

The acknowledgment of which is a fair occasion 
offered me, to retire from the consideration of your 
lordship to that of myself. I here present you, my 
lord, with that in print, which you had the good- 
ness not to dislike upon the stage ; and account it 
happy to have met you here in England ; it being, 
at Dest, like small wines, to be drunk out upon the 
place, and has not body enough to endure the sea. 



* The Earl of Orrery was author of several plays. If the reader 
10 not dimosed to admits that his habit of composing them^ when 
tormented by the gout, enhanced their value^ it may be allowed 
to apologize for their faults. 
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I know not whetha* I have been so careful of the 
plot and language as I ought ; but, for the latter, I 
have endeavoured to write Engl^h, as near as 1 
could distinguish it from the tongue of pedants, 
and that of affected travellers. Only I am sony 
that (speaking so noble a language as we do) we 
have not a more certain measure of it, as they have 
in France, where they have an academy erected for 
that purpose, and endowed with large privil^es by 
the present king. I wish we might at length leave 
to borrow words from other nations, which is now 
a wantonness in us, not a necessity ; but so long as 
some affect to speak them, there will not want others 
who will have the boldness to write them. 

But I fear,' lest, defending the received words, 
I shall be accused for following the new way; I 
mean, of writing scenes in verse. Though, to speak 
properly, it is not so much a new way amongst us, 
as an old way new revived ; for, many years before 
Shakspeare's plays, was the tragedy of Queen Gor- 
boduc, in English verse, written by that famous 
Lord Buckhurst, afterwards Earl of I)orset,and pro- 
genitor to that excellent person, who (as he inherits 
his soul and title) I wish may inherit his-good for- 
tune.* But, supposing our countrymen had not re- 



* The tragedy of Ferrex and Perrex (which is the proper title) 
was written by Thomas Sackville, Lord Buckhurst^ afterwards 
Earl of Dorset, and Thomas Norton, a barrister<^t-law. In Sack- 
ville's part of the play, which comprehends the two last acts, 
there is some poetry worthy of the author of the sublime Intro- 
duction to the Mirror of Magistrates. While both the authors 
were out of England, one William Griffiths published a spurious 
copy, under the title of Gorboduc, the name of one of the prin* 
cipal personages, who is no^ however, queen, but ^mg of England. 
Buty what was a wider mistake, considering Dryden's purpose of 
mentioning the work, it is not written in rhyme^ but in blank 
verse, excepting the chorusses, which are in stanzas of six lines. 
The name of the queen is Videna. Sir Philip Sydney si^s, ** Gor- 
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ceived this writing till of late ; shall we oppose our- 
selves to the most polished and civilized nations of 
Surope ? Shall we, with the same singularity, op- 
pose me world in this, as most of us do in pronoun- 
<dng Latin ? Or do we desire that the brand, which 
Barclay has (I hope unjustly) laid upon the English, 
should still continue ? AngU sues ae 8ua omnia im^ 
pense mircmtur ; cateras nationes despectui habent. 
All the Spanish and Italian tragedies I have yet 
seen, are writ in rhyme. For the French, I do not 
name them, because it is the fate of our countrymen 
to admit little of theirs among us, but the basest of 
tfaeir men, the extravagancies of their fashions, and 
the firippery of their merchandise. Shakspeare (who, 
with some errors not to be avoided in liiat age, had 
undoubtedly a larger soul of poesy than ever any of 
our nation) was the first who, to shun the pains of 
continual rhyming, invented* that kind of writing 
whibh we call blank verse, but the French, more pro- 
perly, jpro^e mesure ; into which the EngUsh tongue 
so naturally slides, that, in writing prose, it is hardly 
to be avoided. And therefore, I admire some men 
should perpetually stumble in a way so easy, and, 
inverting the order of then- words, constantly close 
their lines with verbs, which, though commended 
sometimes in writing Latin, yet we were whipt at 
Westminster if we used it twice together. I knew 
some, who, if they were to write in blank verse. Sir, 
I ask your pardon, would think it sounded more he- 
rmcaUy to write. Sir, I your pardon ask. I should 
judge him to have little command of English, whom 

boduc is full of stately speeches and well sounding phrases^ climb- 
ii^ up to the height of Seneca his style, and as full of notable 
marauty, which it doth most delightfully teach, and thereby ob- 
tain the very end of poetry." 

* This is a mistake. Marlow, and several other dramatic au- 
thors, used blank verse before the days of Shakspeare. ' ' 
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the necessity of a rhyme should forae often upon 
this rdck ; though sometimes it cannot easily be 
avoided ; &nd indeed this is the only inconvenience 
with which rhyme can be charged. This ^ that 
which makes them say, rhyme is not natural, it be* 
ing only so, when the poet either makes k vidoiis 
choice of words, or places them, for rhyme sake, so 
unnaturally, as no man would in ordinary speaking; 
but when it is so judiciously ordered, that the first 
word in the verse seems to beget the second, and 
that the next, till that becomes the last word in the 
line, which in the negligence of prose would be so ; 
it must then be granted, rhyme has all the advan- 
tages of prose, besides its own. But the excellience 
and dignity of it were never* fully known tiU Mr 
Waller taught it ; he first made writing easily an 
art ; first shewed us to conclude the sense, most 
commonly in distichs, which, in the verse of those 
before him, runs on for so many lines together, that 
the reader is out of breath to overtake it. This 
sweetness of Mr Waller's lyric poesy was aftertvards 
followed in the epic by Sir John Denham, in his 
Cooper's-Hill, a poem which, your lordship knows, 
for the majesty of the style, is, and ever will be, the 
exact standard of good writing. But if we owe the 
invention of it to Mr Waller, we are acknowled- 
ging for the noblest use of it to Sir William lyAve- 
nant, who at once brought it upon the stage, and 
made it perfect, in the Siege of Rhodes. 

The advantages which rhyme has over blank 
verse are so many, that it were lost time to name 
them. Sir Philip Sidney, in his Defence of Poesy, 
gives us one, which, in my opinion, is not the least 
considerable ; I mean the help it brings to memory, 
which rhyme so knits up, by the affinity of sounds, 
that, by remembering the last word in one line, we 
tjften call to mind both the verses. Then, in the 
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quidcness of repartees, (which in discoursive scenes 
&11 very often,) it has so particular a grace, and is 
8o aptly suited to them, that the sudden smartness 
of the answer, and the sweetness of the rhyme, set 
off the beauty of each other. But that benefit 
which I consider most in it, because I have not seU 
dom found it, is, that it bounds and circumscribes 
the fancy. For imagination in a poet is a faculty 
80 wild and lawless, that, like an high-ranging spa- 
niel, it must have dogs tied to it, lest it out- run the 
judgment. The great easiness of blank verse ren- 
ders the poet too luxuriant ; he is tempted to say 
inony things, which might better be omitted, or at 
least shut up in fewer words ; but when the diffi- 
culty of artful rhyming is interposed, where the 
poet commonly confines his sense to his couplet, 
and must contrive that sense into such words, that 
the rhyme shall naturally follow them, not they the 
rhyme ; the fancy then gives leisure to the judg- 
ment to come in, which, seeing so heavy a tax im- 
posed, is ready to cut off all unnecessary expences. 
This last consideration has already answered an ob- 
jection which some have made, that rhyme is only 
an embroidery of sense, to make that, which is ordi- 
nary in itself, pass for excellent with less examina- 
tion. But certainly, that, which most regulates the 
fancy, and gives the judgment its busiest employ- 
ment, is like to bring forth the richest and clearest 
thoughts. The poet examines that most, which he 
produceth with the greatest leisure, and which, he 
knows, must pass the severest test of the audience, 
because they are aptest to have it ever in their me- 
mory ; as the stomach makes the best concoction, 
when it strictly embraces the nourishment, and 
takes account of every little particle as it passes 
through. But, as the best medicines may lose their 
virtue, by being ill applied, so is it with verse, if a 
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fit subject be not chosen for it. NeilSier must the 
argument alone, but the characters and persmis, be 
great and noble; otherwise, (as Scaliger says of 
Claudian) the poet will be ignabUiare wmterid de- 
pre897jLs. The scenes, which, in my amnion, most 
commend it, are those of ar^mentatioii and dis- 
course, on the result of which the dcnng or not 
doin^some considerable action should depend. 

But, my lord, though I have more to say upon 
this subject, yet I must remember, it is your lord- 
ship to whom I speak ; who have much better com- 
mended this way bv your writing in it, than I can 
do by writing for it. Where my reasons cannot 
prevail, I am sure your lordship's example must 
Your rhetoric has gained my cause ; at least the 
greatest part of my desism has already succeeded to 
my wish, which was to^interest so noble a person 
in the quarrel, and withal to testify to the world 
how happy I esteem myself in the honour of being» 

My Lord, 

Your Lordship's most humble, 

and most obedient servant, 

V 

John Dryden. 
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Tis much desired» you judges of the town 
Would pass a vote to put all prologues down ; 
For who can shewi me, since they first were writ. 
They e'er converted one hard-hearted wit ? 
Yet the world's mended well ; in former days 
Good prologues were as scarce as now good plays* 
Tjot the reforming poets of our age. 
In this first charge, spend their poetic rage. 
.Expect no more when once the prologue's done ; 
. The wit is ended ere the play's begun. 
You now have habits, dances, scenes, and rhymes ; 
High language often ; ay, and sense, sometimes. 
As for a dear contrivance, doubt it not ; 
They blow out candles to give light to th' plot. 
And for surprise, two bloody-minded men 
Fight till they die, then rise and dance again. 
Such deep intrigues you're welcome to this day : 
But blame yourselves, not him who writ the play ; 
Though his plot's dull, as can be well desired. 
Wit stiff as any you have e'er admired : 
He's bound to please, not to write well ; and knows. 
There is a mode in plays as well as clothes ; 
Therefore, kind judge s 

A Second Prologue enters, 

2, M , ■■ . . , . Hold ; would you admit 
For judges all you see within the pit ? 

1. Whom would he then except, or on what score ? 

2. JVll, who (like him) have writ ill plays before ; 
For tney, like thieves condemned^ are hangmen made* 
To execute the members of their trade. 

All that are writing now he would disown. 
But then he must except — even all the town ; 
All cholerick, losing gamesters, who, in spite. 
Will damn to-day, because they lost last night ; 
All servants, whom their mistress' scorn upbraids ; 
All' maudlin lovers, and all slighted maids ; 
All, who are out of humour, or severe ; 
All, that want wit, or hope to find it here. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Don Gonsalvo de Feralta, a young gentleman 
newly arrivedfrom the Indies^ in love with Julia. 

Don Rodorigo D£ Sylva, in loce with the same 
lady. 

Don Manuel de Torres, brother to Julia. 

Julia, elder sister to Don Manuel, promised to 

RODORIGO. 

HoNORiA, younger sister to Don Manuel, disgui- 
sed in the habit of a man, and going by the name 
©/"HippoLiTO, in love with Gonsalvo. 

ANOELiNA,^fer toDoNRoDORiGO,f9i mans habit, 
likewise in love with Gonsalvo, and going by the 
name o/* Amideo. 

Servants, Robbers, Seamen, and Mashers. 

SCE^E^Alicant. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I.^J Wood. 

Enter Gonsalvo and a Servant. 

Crons. Nay, 'twas a strange as well as cruel storm, 
To take us almost in the port of Sevile, 
And drive us up as far as Barcelona. 
The whole Plate fleet was scatter'd, some part 

wreck'd ; 
There one might see the sailors diligent 
To cast o'erboard the merchant's envied wealth. 
While he, all pale and dying, stood in doubt. 
Whether to ease the burden of the ship. 
By drowning of his ingots, or himself. 

Serv. Fortune, sir, is a woman everywhere. 
But most upon the sea. 

Gons. Had that been all, 
I should not have complain'd ; but, ere we could 
Repair our ship, to drive us back again. 
Was such a cruelty 
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Serv. Yet that short time you staid at Barcelona 
You husbanded so well, I think vou left 
A mistress there. 

Gr<ms. I made some small essays 
Of love ; what might have been I cannot tell. — 
But, to leave that, upon what part of Spain 
'Are we now cast ? 

iServ. Sir, I take that city to be Alicant. 

Gan^. Some days must of necessity be spent 
In looking to our ship ; then back again 
For Sevile. 

Serv. There you're sure you shall be welcome. 

Gons. Aye, if my brother Kodoric be returned 
From Flanders ; but 'tis now three years since 1 
Have heard from him, and, since I saw him, twelve. 

Serv. Your growth, and your long absence in the 
Indies, 
Have altered you so much, he'll scarcely know you. 

Crons. I'm sure I should not him, and less my 
sister ; 
Who, when I with my uncle went this voyage. 
Was then one of these little prating girls. 
Of whom fond parents tell such t^ous stories. 
Well, go you back. 

Serv. I go, ar. 

Grons. And take care 
None of the seamen slip ashore. 

Serv. I shall, sir. [Exit t^ervant. 

Gons. I'll walk a little while among these trees^ 
Now the fresh evening air blo^s from the hills. 
And breathes the sweetness of the orange flowers 
Upon me, from the gardens near the city. 

Rohhers within. 

1 Boh. I say, make sure, and kill him. 
Hip. For heaven's dear sake, have pity on my 
youth. [ Within. 
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Gons. Some violence is offered in the wood 
By robbers to a traveller : Whoe'er 
Thou art, humanity obliges me 
To give thee succour. 

Hip. Help ! ah cruel men ! [ Within. 

Gom. This way, I think, the voice came ; 'tis not 
far. lExit. 

The Scene draws, and discovers Hippolito hound 
to a tree^ and two Robbers by him with drawn 
swords. 

2 Rob. Strip him, and let him go. 

1 Rob. Despatch him quite ; off with his doublet 

quickly. 
Hip. Ah me, unfortunate ! 

Enter GonISalvg, sei%es the sword of one of them^ 
and runs him through ; then, after a little resist* 
once, disarms the other. 

2 Roh. If you have mercy in you, spare my lifi? ; 
I never was consenting to a deed 

So black as murder, though my fellow urged me. 
I only meant to rob, and 1 am punish'd 
Enough, in missing of my wicked aim. 

Crons. Do they rob angels here? This sweet youth 
has 
A face so like one, which I lately saw. 
It makes your crime of kin to sacrilege. 
But live ; and henceforth 
Take nobler courses to maintain your life : 
Here's something that will rescue you from want^ 
Till you can find employment. 

[Gives him goldy and unbinds Hippolito. 

Hip. What strange adventure's this ! How little 
hoped I^ 
When thus disguised I stole from Barcelona, 
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To be relieved by brave Gonsalvo here ! [AMe, 

2 Roh, That life, you have preserved, shall still 
be yours ; 
And that you may perceive, how much my nature 
Is wrought upon by this your generous act. 
That goodness, you have shown to me. Til use 
To others for your sake, if you dare trust me 
A moment from your sight. 

Gons. Nay, take your sword ; 
I will not so much crush a budding virtue. 
As to suspect. [Gives him his swwa. JExit Bobber. 

Sweet youth, you shall not leave me. 

Till I have seen you safe. 

Hip. You need not doubt it- 
Alas ! I find I cannot, if I would. 
I am but freed to be a greater slave.— [Aside, 
How much am I obliged, sir, to your valour ! 

Gons. Rather to your own sweetness, pretty youth ; 
You must have been some way preserved, though I 
Had not been near ; my aid did but prevent 
Some miracle more slowly setting out 
To save such excellence. 

Hip. How much more gladly could I hear those 
words. 
If he, that spoke them, knew he spoke to me ! [Aside. 

Enter the Robber again with Don Manuel, and 

Julia, bound. 

My brother and my sister prisoners too ! 
They cannot sure discover me through this 
Disguise ; however, I'll not venture it. 

[Steps behind the trees. 
2 Rob. This gentleman and lady 

[ To Gons. privately. 
My fellows bound. [Exit Robber. 

Mem. We must prepare to die ; 
This is the^ captain of tne Picarons. 
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Jul. Methinks he looks like one ; I have a strange 
Aversion to that man ; he's fatal to me. 

Crons. I ne*er saw excellence in womankind 

[Stares on her. 
Till now, and yet discern it at the first. 
Perfection is discovered in a moment ; 
He, that ne'er saw the sun before, yet knows him. 

Jul. How the villain stares upon me ! 

Gons. Wonder prepares my soul, and then love 
enters ; 
But wonder is so dose pursued by love, 
That, like a fire, it warms as soon as bom. 

Man. If we must die, what need these circum- 
stances ? 

Jul. Heaven defend me from him ! 

GoM. Why, madam, can you doubt a rudeness 
from me ? 
Your very fears and griefs create an awe, 
3uch majesty they bear ; methinks, I see 
Your soul retired within her inmost chamber, 
Liike a fair mourner sit in state, with all 
The silent pomp of sorrow round about her. 

Man. Your language does express a man, bred up 
To worthier ways than those you follow now. 

Grons. What does he mean ? [Aside, 

Man. If (as it seems) you love ; love is a passion, 
Which kindles honour into noble acts. 
Jlestore my sister's liberty ; oblige her. 
And see what gratitude will work. 

Ghn^. All this is stranger yet. 

Man. Whate'er a brother's power 
To-morrow can do for you, claim it boldly. 

Gans. I know not why you think yourselves my 
prisoners ; 
This lady's freedom is a thing too precious 
To be disposed by any but herself. 
But value this small service as you please, 

VOL. II. 1 
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Which you reward too prodigally, by 
Permitting me to pay her more. 

Jul. Love from an outlaw? from a villainy love? 
If I have that power on thee thou pretend'st. 
Go and pursue thy mischiefs, but presume not 
To follow me. — Come, brother. [JS?a?.JuL.a«rfMAU 

Crons. Those foul names of outlaw and of villain 
I never did deserve ; they raise my wonder. [ Walts. 
Dull that I was, not to find this before ! 
She took me for the captain of the robbers ; 
It must be so ; I'll tell her her mistake. 

IGoes out hastily y and returns immediatdy. 
She's gone, she's gone, and who or whence she is 
I cannot tell ; methinks, she should have left 
A track so bright, I might have followed her ; 
Like setting suns, that vanish in a glory. 

villain that I am ! O hated villain ! 

Enter Hippolito again. 

Hip. I cannot suffer you to wrong yourself 
So much ; for, though I do not know your person, 
Your actions are too fair, too noble, sir. 
To merit that foul name. 

Gons. Pr'y thee, do not flatter me ; I am a villain ; 
That admirable lady said I was. 

Hip. I fear you love her, sir. 

Gons. No, no, not love her. 
Love is the name of some more gentle passion ; 
Mine is a fury, grown up in a moment 
To an extremity, and lasting in it ; 
An heap of powder set on fire, and burning 
As long as any ordinary fuel. 

Hip. How could he love so soon ? and yet, alas ! 
What cause have I to ask that question. 
Who loved him the first minute that I saw him ? 

1 cannot leave him thus, though I perceive 

His heart engaged another way. — [Aside 
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Sir, can you have such pity on my youth, [ To him. 
On ihy forsaken and my helpless youth. 
To take me to your service ? 

Gons. Would'st thou serve 
A madman ? how can he take care of thee. 
Whom fortune and his reason have abandoned ; 
A man, that saw, and loved, and disobliged, 
Is banish'd, and is mad, all in a moment ? 

Hip. Yet you alone have title to my service ; 
You make me yours by your preserving me ;^ 
And that's the title heaven has to mankind. 

OoM. Pr'ythee, no more. 

Hip. I know your mistress too. 

Gone. Ha ! dost thou know the person I adore ? 
Answer me quickly ; speak, and I'll receive thee. 
Hast thou no tongue ? 

Hip. Why did I say I knew her ? 
All I can hope for, if I have my wish 
To live with him, is but to be unhappy. [^Aside. 

Gons. Thou false and lying boy, to say thou 
knew'st her ! 
IVythee, say something, though thou co^en'st me. 

Hip. Since you will know, her name is Julia, sir. 
And that young gentleman you saw, her brother, 
Don Manuel de Torres. 

Gons. Say I should take thee, boy, and should 
employ thee 
To that fair lady, would'st thou serve me faithfully ? 

Hip. You ask me an hard question. I can die 
For you ; perhaps I cannot woo so well. 

Gims. I knew thou would'st not do't. 

Hip. I swear I would. 
But, sir, I grieve to be the messenger 
Of more unhappy news ; she must be married 
This day to one Don Rodorick de Sylva, 
Betwixt whom and her brother there has been 
A k>ng (and it was thought a mortal) quarrel. 
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But now it mu8t for ever end in peace ; 

For, happening both to love eadi other's sisters. 

They have concluded it in a cross marriage ; 

Which, in the palace of Don Rodorick, 

They went to celebrate from their country house. 

When, taken by the thieves, you rescued them. 

Gons. Methinks I am grown patient on a sudden, 
And all tny rage is gone ; like losing gamesters. 
Who fret and storm, and swear at little losses^ 
But, when they see all hope of fortune vanished. 
Submit^ and gain a temper by their ruin. 

Hip. Would you could cast this love, which trou- 
bles you, 
Out of your mind ! 

Grons. I cannot, boy ; but since 
Her brother, with intent to cozen me. 
Made me the promise of his best assistance, 
'I'll take some course to be revenged of him, 

[ Jy going cut. 
But stay— I charge thee, boy, discover not 
To any, who I am. 

Hip. Alas, ] cannot, sir ; I know you not. 

CrOTW. Why, there's it ; I am mad again ; Oh love ! 

Hip. Oh love ! {Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter two Servants of Don Rodorick's, placing 
chairs^ and talking as they pkux them. 

1 Serv. Make ready quickly there ; Don Manuel 
And his fair sister, that must be our lady. 

Are coming in. 

2 Serv. They have been long expected ; 
'Tis evening now, and the canonic hours 
For marriage are past. 

1 Serv. The nearer bedtime. 
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The better still ; my lord will not defer it. 
He swears, the clergy are no fit judges 
Of our necessities. 

2 Serv. Where is my lord? 

1 Serv. Gone out to meet his bride. 

2 Serv. I wonder that my Lady Angelina 
Went not with him ; she's to be married too. 

1 Serv. I do not think she fancies much the man. 
Only, to make the reconcilement perfect 
Betwixt the families, she's passive in it ; 

The choice being but her brother's, not her own, 

2 Serv. Troth, were't my case, I cared not who 

chose for me. 
1 Serv. Nor 1 ; 'twould save the process of a te- 
dious passion, 
A long law-suit of love, which quite consumes 
An honest lover, ere he gets possession. 
I would come plump, and fresh, and all myself. 
Served up to my bride's bed like a fet fowl. 
Before the frost of love had nipp'd me through. 
I look on wives as on good dull companions. 
For elder brothers to sleep out their time with ; 
All we can hope for in the marriage-bed, 
Is but to take our rest ; and what care I, 
Who lays my pillow for me ? 

Enter a Poet, with verses. 

1 Serv. Now, what's your business, friend ? 

Poet An epithalamium,to the noble bridegrooms. 

1 Serv. Let me see ; what's here ? as I live, 

\^Takes it 
Nothing but downright bawdry. Sirrah, rascal. 
Is this an age for ribaldry in verse ; 
When every gentleman in town speaks it 
With so nmch better grace, than thou canst write it ? 
rU beat thee with a stave of thy own rhymes. 

Poet. l^«y, goc>d sir ! — [Buns qff, and Exit 
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2 Serv. Peace, they are here. 

Enter Don Rodorick, Don Manuel, Julla» and 

C(mpany. 

1 Serv. My lord looks sullenly, and fain would 

hide it. 

2 Serv. Howe'er he weds Don Manuel's sister, yet 
I fear he's hardly reconciled to him. 

Jul. I tremble at it still. 

Rod. I must confess 
Your danger great ; but, madam, since 'tis past. 
To speak of it were to renew your fears.— 
My noble brother, welcome to my breast. 
Some, call my sister ; say, Don Manuel, 
Her bridegroom, waits. 

Man. Tell her, in both the houses 
There now remains no enemy but she. 

Rod. In the mean time let's dance. — Madam, I 
hope 
You'll grace me withyour hand. 

Enter Leonora, woman to Angelina ; takes 

the two men amde. 

Leifn. O sir, my Lady Angelina — 

Rod. Why comes she not ? 

Leon. Is fall'n extremely sick. 

Both. How? 

Leon. Nay, trouble not yourselves too much ; 
These fits are usual with her, and not dangerous. 

Rod. O rarely counterfeited ! [Aside. 

Man. May not I see her ? 

Leon. She does, by me, deny herself that honour. 
[^As she speaks^ steals a note into his hand. 
I shall return, I hope, *with better news ; 
In the mean time she prays, you'll not disturb 
The company, [Eadt Leonora. 

Rod. This troubles me exceedingly. ^ 
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Man. A note put privately into my hand 
By Angelina's woman ? She's my creature. 
There's something in't ; I'll read it to myself.— 

Bod. Brother, what paper's that ? 

Man. Some begging verses, 
Deliver'd me this morning on my wedding. 

Mod. Pray, let me see them. 

Man. I have many copies ; 
Please you to entertain yourself with these. 

[Gives him another paper. Manuel reads. 

Sir^ 
My lady feigns this sickness to delude you. 
Eter brother hates you still; and the plot is^ 
That he shall marry first your sister ^ 

And then deny you his. 

YourSj Leonora. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Since I writ this, I have so wrought upon her, 
{Who, of herself, is timorous enough,) 
That she believes her brother will betray her. 
Or else be forced to give her up to you ; 
Therefiyre, unknown to him, she uneans to fly. 
Come to the garden door at seven this evening. 
And there you may surprise her ; meantime, I 
Will keep her ignorant of all things, that 
Her fear may still increase. 

Enter Leonora again. 

Bod. How now ? How does your lady ? 
Leon. So ill, she cannot possibly wait on you. 
Man. Kind heaven, give me her sickness ! 
Bod. Those are wishes. 
What'* to be done ? 

Man. We must defer ouf marriages. 

Bod. Leonora, now ! [Aside to her. 
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Leon, My lady, sir, has absolutely charged. 
Her brother's should go forward. 
Rod. Absolutely? 

Leon. Expressly, sir ; because, she says, there are 
So many honourable persons here. 
Whom to defraud of their intended mirth. 
And of each others company, were rude ; 
So, hoping your excus e \^Exit Leonoea. 

Rod. That privilege of power, which brothers have 
In Spain, I never used, therefore submit 
My will to hers ; but, with much sorrow, sir. 
My happiness should go before, not wait 
On yours. — Lead on. 

, Man. Stay, sir ; though your fair sister, in respect 
To this assembly, seems to be content 
Your marriage should proceed, we must not want 
So much good manners as to suffer it. 

Rod. So much good manners, brother ? 

Man. 1 have said it. 

Should we, to shew our sorrow for her sickness, 
Provoke our easy souls to careless mirth. 
As if our drunken revels were designed 
For joy of what she suffers ? 

Rod. 'Twill be over 
In a few days. 

Man. Your stay will be the less. 

Rod. All things are now in readiness, and must 
not 
Be put off, for a peevish humour, thus. 

Man. They must ; or I shall think you mean not 
fairly. 

Rod. Explain yourself 

Man. That you would marry first. 
And afterwards refuse me Angelina. 

Rod. Think so. 

Man. You are — 

Rod. Speak softly. 
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Man. A foul villain. 

Bod. Then 

Man. Speak softly. 

Rod. rU find a time to tell you^ you are one. . 
Man. Tis well. — 
Ijadies, you wonder at our private whispers, 

[To the company. 
But more will wonder when you know the cause. 
The beauteous Angelina is fall'n ill ; 
And, since she cannot with her presence grace 
This day's solemnity, the noble Rodorick 
Thinks fit it be deferred, 'till she recover ; 
Then, we both hope to have your companies. 
Lad. Wishing her health, we take our leaves. 

[Exeunt company. 
Rod. Your sister yet will marry me. 
Man. She will not. — Come hither, Julia. 
Jvl. What strange afflicting news is this you tell 

us? 
Man. 'Twas all this false man's plot, that when 
he had 
Possesst you, he might cheat me of his sister. 

Jul. Is this true, Rodorick ? — Alas, his sUenoe 
Does but too much confess it How I blush 
To own that love, I cannot yet take from thee ! 
Yet for my sake be friends. 
Man. 'Tis now too late. 
I am by honour hinder'd. 
Rod. I by hate. 
Jul. What shall I do ? 
Man. Leave him, and come away ; 
Thy virtue bids thee. 

Jul. But love bids me stay. 
Man. Her love's so like my own, that I should 
blame 
The brother's passion in the sister's flame. 
Rodorick, we shall meet. — He little thinks 

3 
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I am as sure this night of Angelina, 

As he of Julia. [AsUe. Exit Manuel. 

Rod. Madam, to what an ecstasy of joy 
Your goodness raises me ! this was an act 
Of kindness, which no service e'er can pay. 

Jul. Yes, Roderick, 'tis in your power to quit 
The debt you owe me. 

Mod. Do but name the way. 

Jul. Then briefly thus ; 'tis to be just to me, 
As I have been to you. 

Rod. You cannot doubt it. 

Jul. You know I have adventured, for your sake, 
A brother's anger, and the world's opinion. 
I value neither ; for a settled virtue 
Makes itself judge, and, satisfied within, 
Smiles at that common enemy, the world. 
I am no more afraid of flying censures. 
Than heaven of being fired with mounting, sparkles. 

Rod. But wherein must my gratitude consist ? 

Jul. Answer yourself, by thinking what is fit 
For me to do. 

Rod. By marriage, to confirm 
Our mutual love. v 

JuL Ungrateful Roderick ! 
Canst thou name marriage, while thou entertain'st 
A hatred so unjust against my brother ? 

Rod. But, unkind Julia, you know the causes 
Of love and hate are hid deep in our stars. 
And none but heaven can give account of both. 

Jir/. Too well I know it ; for my love to thee 
Is bom by inclination, not by judgment; 
And makes my virtue shrink within my heart. 
As loth to leave it^ and as loth to mingle. 

Rod^ What would you have me do ? 

JuJ. Since I must tell thee, 
Ix'ad nio to some near monastery ; there 
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(Till heaven find out some way to make us happy) 
I shall be kept in safety from my brother. 

Bod. But more from me ; what hopes can Rodo- 
rick have, 
That she, who leaves him freely, and unforced. 
Should ever of her own accord return ? 

Jul. Thou hast too great assurance of my faith. 
That, in despite of my own self, I love thee. 
Be friends with Manuel, I am thine ; 'till when 
My honour's. Lead me. \^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — The representation of a Street dis- 
covered hy twilight. 

Enter Don Manuel, soIils. 

Man. This is the time and place, where I expect 
My fugitive mistress ; if I meet with her, 
I may forget the wrongs her brother did me ; 
If otherwise, his blood shall expiate them. 
I hope her woman keeps her ignorant 
How all things pass'd, according to her promise. 

A docyr opens. — Enter Angelina in hoy*s clothes. 

Leonoka hehind at the door. 

JLe&n. I had forgot to tell him of this habit 
She has put on ; but sure he'll know her in it. 

\Aside. 

Man. Who goes there ? 

Ang. 'Tis Don Manuel's voice ; I must run back. 
The door shut on me ? — Leonora ! where ?— 
Does she not follow me ? I am betrayed. 

Man. What are you ? , 

Ang. A poor boy. 

Man. Do you belong to Rodorick ? 

Ang. Yes, I do. 

Man. Here's money for you ; tell me where's his 
sister ? 
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Ang. Just now I met her coming down the stairs, 
Which lead into the garden. 
Man. *Tis well ; leave me 
In silence. 
Arig. With all my heart ; was ever such a 'scape? 

\Exkt running. 
Man. She cannot now be long; sure by the 
moonshine 
I shall discover her. 

Enter Rodorick and Julia. 

This must be she ; I'll seize her. 

Jul. Help me, Rodorick. 

Eod. Unhand the lady, villain. 

Man. Rodorick ! 
I'm glad we meet alone ; now is the time 
To end our difference. 

Bod. I cannot stay. 

Man. You must. 

Eod. I will not. 

Man. 'TIS base to injure any man ; but yet 
'Tis far more base, once done, not to defend it. 

Bod. Is this an hour for valiant men to fight ? 
They love the sun should witness what they do. 
Cowards have courage, when they see not death ; 
And fearful hares, that skulk in forms all day. 
Yet fight their feeble quarrels by the moonlight. 

Man. No ; light and darkness are but poor dis- 
tinctions 
Of such, whose courage comes by fits and starts. 

Bod. Thou urgest me above my patience ; 
This minute of my life was not my own. 
But hers I love beyond it. [ The^ draWi and fight 

Jul. Help, help ! none hear me ! 
Heaven, I think, is deaf too. 
O Rodorick ! O brother ! 
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Enter Gonsalvo and Hippolito. 

Jvl. Whoe'er you are, if you have honour, part 
them ! [Manuel stumbles^ and falls. 
Crons. Hold, sir, you are too cruel ; he that kills 
At such advantage, fears to fight again. 

[Holds RODORICK, 

Man. Cavalier, I may live to thank you for this 
favour. IBises. 

Bod. I will not quit you so. 

Man. rU breathe, and then 

Jul. Is there no way to save their lives ? 

Sip. Run out of sight, 
If *tis concerning you they quarrel. 

[Julia retires to a corner. 

Hip. Help, help, as you are cavaliers ; the lady. 
For whom you thus contend, is seized by some 
Night-robbing villains. 

All. Which way took they ? 

Sip. *Twas so dark, I could not see distinctly. 

Bod. Let us divide ; I this way. \^Exit. 

Gons. Down yonder street I'll take. 

Man. And I down that. [\^Exeunt severally. 

Sip. Now, madam, may we not lay by our fear ? 
They are all gone. 

Jul. 'Tis true ; but we are here, 
Kxposed to darkness, without guide or aid. 
But of ourselves. 

Sip. And of ourselves afraid. 

Jm. These dangers, while 'twas light, I could 
despise ; 
Then I was bold, but watch'd by many eyes. 
Ah ! could not heaven for lovers find a way. 
That prying people still might sleep by day ? 

Enter Angelina. 
Sip. Methinks I'm certain I discover some. 
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Jul. This was your speaking of them, made them 
come. 

Hip. There is but one, perhaps he may go by. 

Ang. Where had I courage for this bold disguise, 
Which more my nature than my sex belies ? 
Alas ! I am betray'd to darkness here ; 
Darkness, which virtue hates, and maids most fear. 
Silence and solitude dwell every where. 
Dogs cease to bark ; the waves more faintly roar, 
And roll themselves asleep upon the shore. 
No noise but what my footsteps make, and they 
Sound dreadfully, and louder than by day. 
They double too, and every step I take 
Sounds thick, methinks, and more than one could 

make. — 
Ha ! who are these ? 
I wished for company, and now I fear. 
Who are you, gentle people, that go there ? 

Jul. His voice is soft as is the upper air. 
Or dying lovers' words. — O pity us ! 

Ang. O pity me ! take freely as your own 
My gold, my jewels ; spare my life alone. 

Hip. Alas, he fears as much as we. 

Jul. What say you. 
Sir, will you join with us ? 

Ang. Yes, madam ; but 
If you would take my sword, you'll use it better. 

Hip. Ay, but you are a man. 

Ang. Why, so are you. 

Hip. Truly my fear had made me quite forget it 

Enter Gonsalvo. 

Gons. Hippolito ! how barbarous was I 
To leave my boy ! Hippolito ! 

Hip. Here, here. — 
Now, madam, fear not, you are safe. 

Jul. What is become, sir, of those gentlemen ? 
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. GtmSi Madam, they all went several ways; not like 
To meet. 

Jul. What will become of me ? 
Gons. 'Tis late, 
And I a stranger in the town ; yet all 
Your dangers shall be mine. 

Jill. You're noble, sir. 

Gons. I'll pawn the hopes of all my love, to see 
You safe. 

Jul. Whoe'er your mistress be, she has 
My curses, if she prove not kind. 

Ang. And mine. 

Sip. My sister will repent her, when she knows 
For whom she makes that wish; but I'll say nothing. 
Till day discovers it. Inside.'] A door opens ; 
I hope it is some inn. 

[-4 door opens, at which a servant appears. 

Ang. Friend, can you lodge us here ? 

Sero. Yes, friend, we can. 

Jul. How shall we be disposed ? 

Sere. As nature would ; 
The gentleman and you : I have a rule. 
That, when a man and woman ask for lodging, 
They are ever husband and wife. 

Jul. Rude .and unmanner'd ! 

Giyns. Sir, this lady must be lodged apart. 

Serv. Then the two boys, that are good fornothing 
But one another, they shall go together. 

Ang. Lie with a man ! sweet heaven defend me ! 

Hip. Alas, friend, I ever lie alone. 

Sero. Then, to save trouble, sir, because 'tis late. 
One of the youths shall be disposed with you. 

Ai^. Who, I ! not for the world. 

Hip. Neither of us ; for though I would not lodge 
with you 
Myself, I never can endure he should. 

Ang. Why then, to end the difference, if you please, 
I and that lady will be bed- fellows. 
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Hip. No, she and I will lodge together rather. 

Serv. You are sweet youths indeed ; not for the 
world 

You would not lodge with men ! none but the lady 
Would serve your turn. 

Aug. Alas, I had forgot I am a boy ; 
I am so lately one. [Aside. 

Serv. Well, well ; all shall be lodged apart 

Crons. ioJSip. I did not think you harboured wa^ 
ton tnoughts ; 
So young, so bad ? 

Hip. I can make no defence. 
But must be shamed by my own innocence. 



ACT II. 



SCENE I*— ^ Chamber. 

EfUer GoNSALVO, Hippolito, and Angelina, 

as Amideo, at a distance. 

Gon. Hippolito, what is this pretty youth. 
That follows us ? 

Hip. I know not much of him. 
Handsome you see, and of graceful fashipn ; 
Of noble blood, he says, and I believe him ; 
But in some deep distress. He'll tell no more. 
And I could cry for that which he has told. 
So much I pity him. 

Gon. My pretty youth. 
Would I could dp thee any service. 

Ang. Sir, 
The greatest you can do me, is accepting mine. 

Hip. How's this ? methinks already I begin 
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K To hate this boy, whom but even now I moan'd. — 
* You serve mv master ? Do you think I omnot * 
• Perform all duties of a servant better, 
A And with more care, than you ? 
: Ang. Better you may, 
■ But never with more care. 
■ Heaven, which is served with angels, yet admits 

Poor man to pay his duty, and receives it. 
I • ^ip. Mark but, my lord, how ill behaved a youth. 
How very ugly, what a dwarf he is. 

Ang. My lord, I yet am young enough to grow, 
! And 'tis the commendation of a boy^ 
^ That he is little. [Cries. 

;: Otms^ Pr'ythee, do not cry. — 
! Hippolito, 'twas but just now you praised him, 
- And are you changed so soon ? 
Sip. On better view. 
Gms. What is your name, sweet heart ? 
JETi^p. Sweet heart ! since I 
Have served you, you ne'er call'd me so. 

Ang. O, ever. 
Ever call me by that kind name ; I'll own 
No other, because I would still have that. 

Sip. He told me, sir, his name was Amideo ; 
Pray, call him by*t. 

Gans. Come, I'll employ you both ; 
Reach me my belt, and help to put it on. 
Amid, i run, my lord. 
Sip. You run ? it is my office. 

[2%ey both take it up, and strive for it; 
Hippolito gets it, and puts it on. 
Amid. Look you, my lord, he puts it on so awk- 
• wardly ; [Crying. 

The sword does not sit right. 
Sy^. Why, where's the fault ? 
' Amid. I know not that ; but I am sure 'tis wrong. 

TOI#. IL K 
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Gow* The &ult is plain, 'tis put on tbe wiong 
shouldier. 

Hvp. That cannot be, I look'd on Amideo% 
And nung it on that shoulder his is on. 

Amid. Then I doubt mine is so. 

Gons. It is indeed ; 
You're both good boys, and both will leaom in tiiae. 
Hippolito,, go you and bring me word. 
Whether tmit lady, we brought in last nigfat. 
Be willing to receive a visit from me. 

Mip* Now, Amideo, since you are so forward 
To do all service, you shall to the lady. 

Amid. No, Til stay with my master ; he bid you. 

Hip. It mads me to the heart to leave him hiere ; 
But. I will be revenged. — \Amde. 

My lord, I beg 

You would not trust this boy with any thin^ 
Till my retucn ;.pray, know him better first. {,M0t. 

Gons. 'Twas my unhappiness to meet Uiis IMy 
Last night ; because it ruin'd my design 
* Of walking by the house of Rodorick* 
Who knowst but through some window I had,q^ied 
Fair Julians shadow passing by the glass ; 
Or if spme other's, I would think it hers.;. 
Or if not any, 1 would see the place 
Where Julia Uvies. O Heaven, how small a blesraig 
Will serve to make despairing lovers happy ! 

Amid. Unhappy Angelina, thou art lost^ 
Thy lord loves Julia; [^Aiide. 

Enter HippoLiTO and Jux»ia. 

Jid. ""^ Whejpe is thy master ?; 

I long tq give him my acknowledgments. 
For my own safety, and my, brother!* botb»-~ 
Ha ! Is it he ? . [ZKMt^. 

Qim^< C£M9: it be Julia ? 
Could night so far disguis€tlier from my knowledge ^ 
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[ Jul. I would not think thee him, I see thou- ai^ 
Pr^ythee disown thyself in pity to me. 
Why should I be obliged by one I hate ? 

Gons. I could say something in' my own defence ; 
But it were half a crime to {^lead my cause. 
When you would have me guilty. 

Amid. How I fear • ^ 

The sweetness of those words will move her pity ! 
Fm sure they would do mine. 

Gons. You took me for a robber, but so far 
I am' from that 

Jul. O, ]pr^ythee, be one stiU, 
That I may know some cause for my aversion. 

Gmi9» I freed you from them, and more gladly 
did it 

Jul. Be what thou wilt, 'tis now too late to tell me ; 
The blackness of that image, I first fancied, 
BbB^sp infected me, I still must hate thee. 

Sip. Though (if she loves him) all my hopes are 
ruin'd. 
It makes me mad to see her thus unkind. — [Aside. 
Madam^ what see you in this gentlefman. 
Deserves your scorn or hatred ? love him, or 
Expect just^ Heaven should strangely punish you. 

OoM; No mwe. Whatever she does is best ; and if 
You would be mine, you must, like me," submit 
Without dispute. 

Sip. How can I love you, sir, and sufF^ this? 
She has forgot that, whicn, last night, you did 
In her defence. 

J^. O call that night again ; 
Pitch her with all her darkness round ; then set me 
In some far desert, hemmed with mountain wolves 
To howl about me. This I would endure. 
And more, to cancel my obligements to him. 

Ctons. You owe me nothing, madam ; if you do, 
I make it void ; and only ask your leave 
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To love you still ; for, to be loved again 
I never hope. 

Jul. If that will clear my debt, enjoy thy wish ; 
Liove me, and long and desperately love me. 
I hope thou wilt, that I may plague thee more. 
Mean time, take from me that detested object ; 
Convey thy much loath'd person from my sight 

Gang. Madam, you are obey'd.— 
Hippolito and Amideo, wait 
Upon fair Julia ; look upon her for me 
With dying eyes, but do not speak one word 
In my behalf; for, to disquiet her. 
Even happiness itself were bought too dear. 

[Goes farther off^ towards the end of the stage. 
My passion swells too high ; 
And, like a vessel struggling in a storm, 
Requires more hands than one to steer her upright; 
rU find her brother out. \ExiL 

Jul. That boy, I see, he trusts above the other; 
He has a strange resemblance with a face 
That I have seen, but when, or where, I know not 
111 watch till they are parted ; then, perhaps, 
I may corrupt that little one to free me. 

\Aside. ExAJL 

Amid. Sweet Hippolito, let me speak with you. 

Hip. What would you with me ? 

Amid. Nay, you are so fierce ; 
By all that's good, I love and hopour you. 
And, would you do but one poor thing I'll ask you, 
'In all things else you ever shall command me. . 
Look you, Hippolito, here's gold and jewels ; 
These may be yours. 

Hip. To what end dost thou show 
These trifles to me ? or how cam'st thou by them ? 
Not honestly, I fear. 

Amid. I swear I did ; 
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'^ And you shall have them ; but you always press 
^ Before me in my master's service so 

JSip. And always will. 

Amid. But, dear Hippolito, 
Why will you not give way, that I may be 
First in his favour, and be still employ'd ? 
Why do you frown ? 'tis not for gain I ask it ; 
Whatever he shall give me shall be yours, • 
Except it be some toy you would not care for, 
Whidb I should keep for his dear sake that gave it. 

Hip. If thou wouldst offer both the Indies to me. 
The eastern quarries, and the western mines. 
They should not buy one look, one gentle smile 
Of his irom me ; assure thy soul they should not, 
I hate thee so. 

Amidi Henceforth I'll hate you worse. 
But yet there is a woman whom he loves, 
A certain Julia, who will steal his heart 
From both of us ; we'll join at least against 
The common enemy. 

Hip. Why does he fear my lord should love a 
woman ? 
The passion of this boy is so like mine, 
That it amazes me. ' [Aside. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Young gentleman. 
Your master calls for you. 
Hip. I'll think upon't 



\^Exeunt Hippolito and Servant. 

Enter Jui,ia to Amideo. 

Jul. Now is the time, he is alone. 

Amid. Here comes 
The saint, my lord adores ; love, pardon me 
The fault%I must commit. 

Jul. Fair youth, I am 
A suitor to you. 
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Amf» Sq Am J to you. 

Jul. Yxm .s^ vie here a piifi^er. 

Amid. My request 
Is, I may set you free ; make hastfi, sit^eet nu^m ; 
Which way would you go ? 

Jul. To the next 
Religipus hpuse. 

Amid. Here through the ganjie^^ i^iadmp ; 
How I cprnmeiid your hojy rjesplution { £^af^yitf. 

Entfir ppitf, Manuel in the Stre^et^ and 4f Sermnt 

with him. 

Man. Aligelma fled to a monastery, say you ? 
. SerVk Sp 'tis given out. I ppu}d pot sc^ her 

woman. 
But, for your si$ter, wb^t you ^^rd is tru^e $ 
I saw her at the inn. 

They told me, s^e was brought in late last pigjbt 
By a young pavaljer, tbey ^how'd fpe theije. 

Man. This must be he that re^pije^ me. 
What would I give tp see hyn ! 

Serv. Fortune is 
Obedient to your wishi^s ; Jie WW <¥>wiPg 
*Tp find out you ; I waited on i^im to 
The turning of the street, and stepped before 
To tell you of it; 

Man. You o'erjoy ipe. 

Serv. This, sir, is he. 

Enter QoN§ALyp. pON MAjjifEL is running to 

embrace him, and steps. 

Man. — —The captain of the robbers ! 

Crons. As such, indeed, yqu proisEiisisd me ypur 
sister. . "f 

Man. I promised all the interest I i^ho^)^ have, 
Because I thought, before ypu camp tQ clqiw) it, 
A husband's right would take ppiy titl^ frpox pap. 



Gons. I come to see if any munly virtue 
Can dwell widi felsehood Braw^tliou'^tlnJHt^bie. 

Man. You say already I havo done you wrong. 
And yet would have «ie right you by a greater. 

6rOM. Poor abject thing ! 

Man. Who doubts another's courage 
Wants it himself ; but I, who know my own. 
Will not receive a law fiom you to fight, 
Or to forbear ; for then I grant your courage 
To master mine, when I am forced to do 
What of myself I would not. 

Chn», Your reason ? 

Mmk You saved my life. 

Gtms. I'll quit that debt, to be 
In a Capacity of forcing you 
To keep your promise with me ; for I come 
To learn, your sister is not yet disposed. 

Man. I've lost all privilege to defend my life ; 
And, if you take it now, 'tis no new conquest ; 
Like fish, first taken in a river, then 
Besfow'd in ponds to catch a second time. 

dims. Mark but how partially you plead your 
cause. 
Pretending breach of honour if you fight. 
Yet think it none to violate your word. 

Man. I cannot give my sister to a robber. 

Gims. You fihall not ; I am none, but bom of 
blood 
As noble as yourself; my fortunes equal 
At least with yours, my reputation yet, 
I think, unstain'd. 

Man^ I wish, sir, it may prove so ; 
I never had so strong an inclination 
To believe any man as you ^But yet 

- Gans. All things shall be i^ dear, there shall be 
left 
No room for any scruple. I was born 
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In Seville, of the best house in that dty ; 

My name Gonsalvo de Peralta. Being 

A younger brother, 'twas my uncle's care 

To take me with him in a voyage to 

The Indies, where since dying, he has left me 

A fortune not contemptible ; returning 

From thence with all my w^th in the Plate flee<^ 

A furious storm almost within the port 

Of Seville took us, scatter'd all the navy. 

My ship, by the unruly tempest borne 

Quite through the Streights, as far as Barcelona, 

There first cast anchor ; there I stept ashore. 

Three days I staid, in which small time I made 

A little love, which vanished as it cama . . « 

Man. But were you not engaged to her you 
courted ? 

Gons. Upon my honour, no ; what might have 
been, 
I cannot tell. But ere I could repair 
My beaten ship, or take fi-esh water in. 
One night, when there by chance I lay aboard, . 
A wind tore up my anchor from the bottom. 
And with that violence it brought me thither. 
Has thrown me in this port. 

Man. But yet our meeting in the wood was 
strange. 

Gons. For tihat I'll satisfy you as we walk. 

Enter Hippolito. 
Hip. O sir, how glad am I to find you !• 



[Whupera. 

Man. That boy I have seen somewhere, ch: one 
like him ; 
But where, I cannot call to mind. - 

Hip. I found it out, and got before them- 
And here they are 
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Enter Amideo and Julia. 

Man. My sister ! as I could have wish'd it. 

Amid. O ! we are caught ! 

Jul. I did expect as much. 
Fortune has not forgot that I am Julia. 

Man. Sister, I'm glad you're happily retum'd ; 
Twas kindly done of you thus to prevent 
The trouble of my search. 

Jtd. 1 would not have you ' 

Mistake my love to Rodorick so much. 
To think I meant to fall into your hands. 
My purpose is for the next nunnery ; 
There 111 pray for you. So farewell. 

Man. Stay, Julia, you must go with me. 

Jtd. Lead, lead ; 
You think I am your prisoner now. 

Gims. If you will needs to a religious house. 
Leave that fair face behind ; a worse will serve 
To spoil with watching, and with fasting there. 

Man. Pr'ythee, no more of this ; the only way 
To make her happy is to force it on her. 
Julia, prepare yourself strait to be married. 

Jul. To whom ? 

Man. You see your bridegroom ; and you know 
My father's will, who, with his dying breath 
Commanded, you should pay as strict obedience 
To me, as formerly to him. If not. 
Your dowry is at my dispose. 

Jul. O, would 
The loss of that dispense with duty in me. 
How gladly would I suffer it ! and yet. 
If I durst question it, methinks 'tis hard. 
What right have parents over children, more 
Than birds have o'er their young ? yet they impose 
No rich-plumed mistress on their 1 1 1 ; 

But leave their love, more open yet 
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Than all the fields of air, their spadom birth-ri^t. 

[GoNSALVo seems to beg Manuel 
not to be hitrsh. 

Man. Nay, good Gonsalvos trouble not ymmel^ 
There is no other way ; when 'tis once done^ 
She'll thank me for't. ' 

Jul. I ne'er expected other usage Sx^m yod ; 
A kind brother you have been to roe. 
And to my sister. Yoii have sent, they say. 
To Barcelona, that my aunt should force h^ 
To marry the old Don you brought her. 

Hip. Who could, that once hs^ seen G<»isaIvo% 
face? 
Alas, she little thinks I am so near ! {Aside. 

Man. Mind not what she says. 
A word with you [ To Gonsalvo. 

Amid. Don Manuel eyes me strangely ; the best is, 
He never saw me yet but at a distance. 
My brother's jealousy (who ne'er intended 
I should be his) restrain'd our nearer converse. 

{Aside. 

Jul. My pretty youth, I am enforced to trust 
thee \To Amibeo. 

With my most near concerns ; friends I have none, 
If thou deny 'st to help me. 

Amid. Any thing 
To break your marriage with my master. 

Jul. Go to Rodorick, and tell him my condition. 
But tell it him as from thyself, not me. 

Amid. That you are forced to marry ? 

Jul. But do not ask him 
To succour me ; if of himself he will not, 
I scorn a love that must be taught its duty. 

Man. What youth is that ? I mean the little one. 

Gons. I took him up last night 

Man. A sweet-faced boy, 
I like him strangely. Would you part with him ? 



i Amid. Ates, jcar, J »m gpod for nolwdy. 
But for my sno^r. 

Hip. :S»i I'll 4o y^Jiiir ^nmd 

Anoti^ tm^ fc^ ikfting Jn^ go. [Tb AaijPEo. 

JSf aj}. Come, sir. 

6ron^. I beg your pardon for a moment, 
m but dispatch spntip ][^usines.$ in my ship, 
And wait you presentlyl 

Man. We'll g? ti^fo?e J 
I'll make sure Rodorick f$baU nev^er Ipflve her ; 
And ■ iti/5 ail; l&g^p ftomft pl§9 wre tp 4iastrpy 
His happiness, who ruin'd first my joy. 

IJ^aeimt all huf Qpnsalvo ; whot before 
he goes, whispers Hippolito. 

Chns. Against he^ wul fair Julia to possess. 
Is not to enjoy, but ravish happiness. 
Yet wovfim pardoq force, because they fiqd 
The violence of love is still most kind. 
Just like tl)e plots of weU built comedies, 
Whidbitibjen please mpst,when ptiost they do surprise. 
But yet coni^lraint love's noblest end destroys. 
Whose high^8t joy is in another's joys. 
Where p^s^i^ rules, hpw we^k does rea3on prove ! 
I yield my cau^ but c^iuot 3/1^ my love, lE^. 



ACT III. 

SCENE X.-r--4 great room in Don Manuel's 

botise. 

Hippolito solics. 

My master hid me sp^k for him to Julia. 
Hard fate, that I am mad^ a confidante 
Against myself ! 
Yet, thou^ i^nwillingly I took the office. 
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I would perform it well Bui how can I 
Prove lucky to his love, who to my own 
Am so unfortunate ? He trusts his passion 
Like him, that ventures all his stock at onoe 
In an unlucky hand. 

Enter Amideo. 

Ainid. Where is the lady Julia ? 

Hip. What new treason 
Against my master's love have you contrived 
With her? 

Amid. I shall not render you account. 

Enter Julia. 

Jul. I sent for him ; yet if he dom66, there^s 
danger; 
Yet if he does not, I for ever lose him. 
What can I wish ? and yet I wish him here^ 
Only to take the care of me from me. 
Weary with sitting out a losing hand, 
*Twill be some ease to see another play it. 
Yesterday I refused to marry him, 
To-day I run into his arms unasked ; 
Like a mild prince encroached upon by rebels. 
Love yielded much, till honour ask'd for all. 
How now, where's Rodorick ? \^Sees Amideo. 
I mean Gonsalvo. [^Sees Hippolito. 

Hip. You would do well to meet him-— 

Amid. Meet him ! you shall not do't. I'll throw 
myself, ^ ^ 

Like a young fawning spaniel, in your way 
So often, you shall never move a step. 
But you shaU tread on me. 

Jul. You need not beg me. 
I would as soon meet a syren, as see him. 
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His sweetness for those frowns no subject 
' finds : 

Seas are the field of combat for the winds. 
But when they sweep along some flow'ry coast. 
Their wings move mildly, and their rage is lost. 

Jul. 'Tis that which makes me more unfortunate ; 
Because his sweetness must upbraid my hate. 
The wounds of fortune touch me not so near ; 
I can my fate, but not his virtue, bear. 
For my disdain with my esteem is raised ; 
He most is hated when he most is praised. 
Such an esteem, as like a storm appears. 
Which rises but to shipwreck what it bears. 

Sip. Infection dwells upon my kindness, sure, 
Since, it destroys even those whom it woulft cure. 

{^Cries, and exit. 

Amid. Still weep, Hippolito ; to me thy tears 
Are sovereign, as those drops the balm- tree sweats. — 
But, madam, are you sure you i^hall not love him ? 
I still fear* . 
. Jul. Thy fear will never let thee be a man. 

Amid. Indeed I think it won't. 

Jul. We are now 
Alone ; what news from Rodorick ? 

Amid. Madam, he begs you not to fear ; he has 
A way, which, when you think all desperate. 
Will set you free. 

Jul. If not, I will not live 
A moment after it. 

Amid. Why, [Aside.'] there's some comfort. 

Jul. I strongly wish, for what I faintly hope : 
Like the day-dreams of melancholy men, 
I think and think on things impossible. 
Yet love to wander in that golden maze. 

JSnter Don Manuel, Hippolito, and company. 
Amid. Madam, your brother's here. 
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Mash Where is the bridegroom ? 

Hip. Not yet return'd, sir, fh)m hit ship. 

Man. Sister, all this good company is linety 
To give yoil joy. 

Jul. While I am compa^'d round 
With mirth, my soul lies hid in shades of ^rief^ 
Whence, like the bird of nisfat, with half shut qre^ 
She peeps, and sickens at the sight of day; ^A^Ui 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Sir, some gentlemen and ladies are Dldthoa^ 
Who, to do honoiu* to this wedding, oome 
To present a masque. 

Mar^ 'Tis well ; desire tliem 
They w6uld leave out the words, and fall to dlmckig^ 
The poetry of the foot takes most of late. 

Sen. The poet, sir, will take that very iK ;. 
He's at the door with the argument o' the mas^ 
In verse. 

Man. Which of the wits is it that made it ? 

Serv. None of the Wits, sir ; 'tis one (^ the poets. 

Man. What subject has he bhose ? 

Serv. The rape of Proserpine. 

Enter Gonsalvo. 

Man. Welcome, welcome ! you have been* long 
expected. 

Gons. I staid to see the unlading of someratides. 
Which are within. — 
Madam, your pardon that; I was so long^' absents 

Jul. You need not ask it for your absence,'; sir. 

Gons. Still cruel, Julia ? 

Jvl. The danger's here, and Rodorick not here ! 
I am not grieved to die ; but I am grieved 
To think him false. [Aside. 

Man: Bid them liegin. [The tfium jj^s. 
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A Cupid descends in swift motion, and speaks 

these verses. 

Cap. Thy conquests, Proserpine, hane stretched 
too Jar; 
JbnidH heaven^s peace thyheamty makes a war. 
Mar when, last night, I to Jove*s palace went, 
{ The brightest part of all the firmaiment) 
Instead ofaU those gods, whose thick resort 
FUJtd up ^presence of the Thundered s court. 
There Jofoe and Juno aU forsaken sate. 
Pensive, like kings in their declining state : 
Yet {wanting power) they wouM preserve the show, 
By hearing prayers from some few men helaw. 
Mortab to Jove may their devotions pay ; 
The gods themselves to Proserpine do pray. 
To Sicily the rival powers resort ; 
*Tis heaven wherever Ceres keeps her court*. 
Phoebus and Mercury are both at strife. 
The courtliest of oar gods who want a wife. 
But Venus,. what(?er kindness she pretends,\ 
Yet {like aU females .envious of their friends,) 
Has, by my aid, contrived a black design, 
The> Gh)d ofJieU shmdd ravish Proserpine. 
Beauties, beware ; Venus tvill never bear 
Another Venus shining in her sphere. 

After Cupid's speech, Venus and Ceres descend in 
the slow machines ; Ceres drawn by dragons, 
Venus by swans. 

After them, Phoebus and Mercuiy descend in swift 
motion. Then Cupid kims to Julia and speaks. 

Cup. The rival deities are come to woo 
A.Proserpine, who must be Jbund below. 
Wotdd you, fair nymph, become, this happy hour. 
In name a goddess, as you are in power f 
Then to this change the king of shades^ tvill owe 
A fairer Proserpine than heaven can show. 
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[ Jqlia, j/?r«/ whispered hy Amideo, _ )es hUo Ae 

dance ^ performed hy Cupid, Phoebus, 3fercurif, 

Ceres, Ve7ius, and Jvli a. Towards the end ^ 

the dance, Rodorick, in the habit qf FhM, 

rises from below in a black chariot, aUflamii^, 

and drawn by black horses ; he ravishes Julia, 

who personated Proserpine, and as he is tarrf* 

ing her away, his vitardfaUs qff. Hippolito 

first dkscofoers him. 

Hip. A rape, a rape ! 'tis Rodorick, 'tis Rodorick ! 

Bod. Then I must have recourse to this. [22raiM. 

Jul. O heavens ! 

[Don Manuel and Gonsalvo draw, and a 
Servant ; the two that acted Phoebus and Mer^ 
cury return to assist Rodorick, and are beat 
back by Manuel and a Servant, while GrOK- 
SALvo attacks Rodorick. 
Gons\ Unloose thy hold, foul villain. 
Bod. No, I'll grasp her 
Even after death. 

Jul. Spare him, or I'll die with him. 
Gons. Must ravishers and villains live, while I 
In vain implore her mercy ? 

[ Thrusts at him, and hurts Julia in the arm. 
Jut. Oh, I am murder'd ! 
Crons. Wretched that I am. 
What have I done ? To what strange punishment 
Will you condemn this guilty hand ? And yet 
My eyes were guilty first : For they could look 
On nothing else but you ; and my unlucky hand 
Too closely follow'd them ! 

Enter Manuel again. 

Man. The powers above are just, that thou still 
livest. 
For me to kill. 
Bod. You'll find no easy task on't, 
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Alone ; come both together, I defy you ! 
Curse on this disguise, that has betray'd me 
Thus cheaply to my death. 

Man. Under a devil's shape, thou could'st not be 
Disguised. 

Jfd. Then, must he die ? — 
Yet, I'll not bid my Rodorick farewell ; 
For they take leave, who mean to be long absent. 

Gons. Hold, sir ! I have had blood enough already. 
And must not murder Julia again 
In himi she loves. — Live, sir ; and thank this lady. 

Rod. Take my life, and spare my thanks. 

Man. Though you 
FOTgive him, let me take my just revenge. 

^ans. Leave that distinction to our dull divines. 
That ill, I suffer to be done, I do. 

Hip. My heart bleeds for him : to see his virtue 
Overcome so fatally, against such odds 
Of fortune, and of love ! — 

Ma/a. Permit his death, and Julia will be yours. 

Jul. Permit it not, and Julia will thank you. 

Gons. Who e'er could think, that one kind word 
from Julia 
Should be preferr'd to Julia herself? 
Could any man think it a greater good 
To save a rival, than possess a mistress ? 
Yet this I do ! these are thy riddles, love ! — 
What fortune gives me, I myself destroy ; 
And feed my virtue, but to starve ray joy. 
Honour sits on me like some heavy armour. 
And, with its stiff defence, encumbers me ; 
And yet, when I would put it off, it sticks 
Like Hercules's shirt ; heats me at once. 
And poisons me ! 

Man. I find myself grow calm by thy example. 
My panting heart heaves less and less, each pulse ; 
And all the boiling spirits scatter from it. 

VOL. II. L 
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Since thou desirest he should not die, he shall not, 
Till I on nobler terms can take his life. 

Bod. The next turn may be yours. — ^Remembo^ 
I owed this danger to your wilfulness. 
Once you might easily have been mine, and would 
not. lExU RoDOKici. 

Man. LfCad out my sister, friend ; her hurt's so 
small^ 
Twfll scarce disturb the ceremony- 
Ladies, once more your pardons. 

[^Leads out the Company. JExewL 

Manent Julia, Gonsalvo, Amideo, and Hippo- 
LiTO. Gonsalvo offers his hand, JiTLULfmOs 
back hers. 

Jul. This hand would rise in blisters, should'st 
thou touch it ! 
My Rodorick's displeased with me, and thou. 
Unlucky man, the cause. Dare not so mudi 
As once to follow me. [Eadt Julia. 

€rons. Not follow her ! Alas, she need not bid me ! 
Oh, how could I presume to take that hand. 
To which mine proved so fatal ! 
Nay, if I might, should I not fear to touch it ? 
A murderer's touch would make it bleed afresh ! 

Amid. I think, sir, I could kill her for your sake. 

Gons. Repent that word, or I shall hate fhee 
strangely. 
Harsh words from her, like blows from angry kings, 
Though they are meant aflFronts, are construed fe- 
vours. 

Hip. Her inclinations and aversions 
Are both alike unjust ; and both, I hope. 
Too violent to last. Chear up yourself; 
For if I live, (I hope I shall not long,) [Aside, 
She shall be yours. 

Amid, 'Twere much more noble in him. 
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To make a conquest of himself, than her. 
She ne'er can merit him ; and, hadst not thou 
A mean low soul, thou would'st not name her to him. 

Mip. Poor child, who would'st be wise above thy 
years ! 
Why dost thou talk like a philosopher. 
Of conquering love, who art not yet grown up. 
To try the force of any manly passion ? 
The sweetness of thy mother's milk is yet 
Within thy veins, not sour'd and turn'd by love. 

Ctcns. Thou hast not field enough in thy young 
breast. 
To entertain such storms to struggle in. 

Amid. Young as I am, I know the power of love, 
Its less disquiets and its greater cares. 
And all that's in it, but the happiness. 
Trust a boy's word, sir, if you please, and take 
My innocence for wisdom, Leave this lady ; 
CaEUie to persuade yourself you are in love. 
And you will soon be freed. Not that I wish 
A tbuig, so noble as your passion, lost 
To all the sex : Bestow it on some other ; 
You'll find many as fair, though none so cruel. — 
Would I could be a lady for your sake ! 

Hip. If I could be a woman, with a wish. 
You should not be without a rival long. 

Amid. A cedar, of your stature, would not cause 
Much jealousy. 

Hip. More than a shrub of yours. 

Gons. How eagerly these boys fall out for no- 
thing! — 
Tell me, Hippolito, wert thou a woman. 
Who would'st thou be ? 

Hip. I would be Julia, sir. 
Because you love her. 

Amid. I would not be she> 
Because she loves not you. 
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Hip. Tnie, Amideo ; 
And, therefore, I would wish myself a lady. 
Who, I am sure, does infinitely love him. 

Amid. I hope that lady has a name ? 

Hip. She has. 
And she is call'd Honoria, sister to 
This Julia, and bred up at Barcelona ; 
Who loves him with a flame so pure and noble. 
That, did she know his love to Julia, 
She would beg Julia to make- him happy. 

Gons. This startles me ! 

Amid. Oh, sir, believe him not. 
They love not truly, who, on any terms. 
Can part with what they love. 

Gone. I saw a lady 
At Barcelona, of what name I know not. 
Who, next to Julia, was the fairest creature 
My eyes did e'er behold. But, how earnest thou 
To know her ? 

Hip. Sir, some other time I'll tell you. 

Amid. It could not be Honoria, whom you saw ; 
For, sir, she has a face so very ugly. 
That, if she were a saint for holiness. 
Yet no man would seek virtue there. 

Hip. This is the lyingest boy, sir ; — ^I am sure 
He never saw Honoria ; for her face, 
'Tis not so bad to frighten any man- 
None of the wits have libell'd it. 

Amid. Don Rodorick's sister, Angelina, does 
So far exceed her, in the ornaments 
Of wit and beauty, though now hid from sight, 
That, like the sun, (even when eclipsed) she casts 
A yellowness upon all other faces. 

Hip. I'll not say much of her, but only this, 
Don Manuel saw not with my eyes, if e'er 
He loved that Flanders shape ; that lump of earth, 
And phlegm together. 
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Amid. You have often seen her, 
.It seems, by your description of her person. 
rSut ril maintain on any Spanish ground, 
^WTiate'er she be, yet she is far more worthy 
fHo have my lord her servant, than Honoria. 

Hip. And I'll maintain Honoria's right against 
her, 
3bi any part of all the world. 

Gms. You go 
Too far, to quarrel on so slight a ground. 

Hip. O pardon me, my lord, it is not slight. 
I must confess, I am so much concem'd, 
r I shall not bear it long. 
Amid. Nor I, assure you. 
Chms^ I will believe what both of you have said. 
That Honoria, and Angelina, 
[ Both equally are iair. 

Afmdi Why did you name 
Honoria first ? 

Crow. And, since you take their parts so eagerly, 
Henceforth TU call you by those ladies' names. 
You, my Hippolito^ shsdl be Honoria ; 
And you, my Ajmideo, Angelina. 
. Amid. Then all my services, I wish, may make 
You kind to Angelina, for my sake. 

Hip. Put all my merits on Honoria's score. 
And think no maid could ever love you more. 

[^Eweunf. 
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Manuel ^ohis. 

Man. Thus I provide for others' happiness. 
And lose my own. *Tis true, I cannot blame 
Thy hatred, Angelina, but thy silence. 
Thy brother's hatred made thine just ; but yet 
'Twas cruel in thee not to tell me so. 
Conquest is noble, when a heart stands out ; 
But mine, which yielded, how could'st thou betray? 
That heart, of which thou could'st not be depiiyed 

By any force or power, beside thy own ; 
Like empires, to that fatal height arrived. 

They must be ruin'd by themselves alone. 
My guarded freedom cannot be a prize 

To any scornful face a second time ; 
For thy idea, like a ghost, would rise. 

And fright my thoughts from such another crime 

Enter a Servant^ vnth a letter. 

Man. From whom ? 

Serv. Sir, the contents wDl soon resolve you. 

[He reads. 

Man. Tell Rodorick, he has prevented me 
In my design of sending to him first. 
I'll meet him, single, at the time and place ; 
But, for my friend, tell him, he must excuse me. 
I'll hazard no man in my quarrel, but 
Myself alone. [Exit Servant. 

W ho's within there ? 
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if . 

Enter a Servant. 

\ Go, call my sister, and (ionsalvo, hither. 

[Exit Servant, 
\ Twas push'd so far, that, like two armies, we 
Were drawn so closely up, we could not part 
Without engagement. But they mustnot know it. — 

■ 

Enter Julia, Gonsalvo, and Amideo. 

I have some business calls me hence, and know not 

When I shall return : But, ere I go. 

That power I have, by my dead father's will. 

Over my sister, I bequeath to you. [ To GoNS. 

She, and her fortunes, both be firmly yours ; 

.^d this when I revoke, let cowardice 

Blast all my youth, and treason taint my age. 

don. Sir 

Man. Nay, good, no thanks ; I cannot stay. 

[Exit Manuel. 

Crons. There's something more than ordinary in 
this. 
Go, Amideo, quickly follow him. 
And bring me word which way he takes. 

Amid. I go, sir. [^Exit Amid. Julia kneels. 

Crons. Madam, when you implore the powers di- 
vine. 
You have no prayers in which I will not join. 
Though made against myself. [Kneels with her. 

Jul. In vain I sue. 
Unless my vows may be conveyed by you. 

Grons. Convey'd by me ! My ill success in love 
Shews me, too sure, I have few friends above. 
How can you fear your just desires to want ? 
When the gods pray, they both request and grant. 

Jvi. Heaven has resign'd my fortune to your hand. 
If you, like heaven, the afflicted understand. 
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GoM. The language of the afflicted is not new; 
Too well I leam'd it, when I first saw you. 

Jul. In spite of me, you now command my &te; 
And yet the vanquished seeks the victor^s hate ; 
Even in Uiis low submission^ I declare. 
That, had I power, I would renew the war. 
I'm forced to stoop, and 'twere too great a Uow 
To bend my pride, and to deny me too. 

Gons. You nave my heart ; dispose it to your will ; 
If not, you know the way to use it ill, 

Jul. Cruel to me, though kind to your desert, 
My brother gives my person, not my heart ; 
And I have left no other means to sue, 
But to you only, — ^to be fireed firom you. 

Gims. From such a suit how can you hope success. 
Which, given, destroys the giver's happiness ? 

Jtd. You think it equal you should not resign 
That power you have, yet will not leave me mine ; 
Yet on my will I have the power alone. 
And, since you cannot move it, move your owiL 
Your worth and virtue my esteem may win. 
But women's passions from themselves begin ; 
Merit may be, but force still is, in vain. 

Crons. I would but love you, not your love cm- 
strain; 
And though your brother left me to command. 
He placed his thunder in a gentle hand. 

JuL Your favour firom constraint has set me firee^ 
But that secures not my felicity. 
Slaves, who, before, did cruel masters serve. 
May fly to deserts, and in fi-eedom starve. 
The noblest part of liberty they lose. 
Who can but shun, and want the power to chuse. 

Gons. O whither would your fatal reasons move ! 
You court my kindness, to destroy my love. 

Jul. You have the power to make my happiness. 
By giving that, which you can ne'er possess. 
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Gong. Give you to Kodorick ! there wanted yet 
: That curse, to make my miseries complete. 

Jul. Departing misers bear a nobler mind ; 
They, when they can enjoy no more, are kind ; 
You, when your love is dying in despair. 
Yet want the charity to make an heir. 

Grons. Though hope be dying, yet it is not dead ; 
And dying people with small food are fed. 

Jul. The greatest kindness dying friends can have. 
Is to dispatch them, when we cannot save. 

Gons. Those dying people, could they speak at all. 
That pity of their friends would murder call. 
For men with horror dissolution meet ; 
The minutes even of painful life are sweet. 

Jul. But I'm by powerful inclination led ; 
And streams turn seldom to their fountain head. 

Grons. No ; 'tis a tide which carries you away ; 
And tides may turn, though they can never stay. 

Jul. Can you pretend to love, and see my grief 
Caused by yourself, yet give me no relief ? 

Gimg. Where's my reward ? 

Jul. The honour of the flame. 

GoM. I lose the substance, then, to gain the name. 

Jul. 1 do too much a mistress' power betray ; 
Must slaves be won by courtship to obey ? 
Thy disobedience does to treason rise. 
Which thou, like rebels, would'st with love disguise, 
ril kill myself, and, if thou can'st deny 
To see me happy, thou shalt see me die. 

Gans. O stay ! I can with less regret bequeath 
My love to Rodorick, than you to death. 
And yet 

Jtd. What new objection can you find ? 

Grom. But are you sure you never shall be kind ? 

Jul. Never. 

Gons. What! never? 

Jul. Never to remove. 
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GoTis. Oh fatal never to souls damn'd in love ! 

Jul. Liead me to Rodorick. 

Grons. If it must be so— 

Jvl. Here, take my hand, swear on it thou wilt go. 

dms. Oh balmy sweetness ! but 'tis lost to m^ 

[He kisses her hand. 
Like food upon a wretch condemned to die. 

Another, and I vow to go : Once more ! 

If I swear often, I shall be forswore. 

Others against tlieir wills may haste their fate ; 

I only toil to be unfortunate : 

More my own foe than all my stars could prove ; 

They give her person, but I give her love. 

I must not trust myself Hippolito ! 

Enter Hippolito. 

Hip. My lord. 

Gons. Quickly go find Don Rodorick out : 
Tell him, the Lady Julia will be walking 
On the broad rock, that lies beside the port. 
And there expects to see him instantly. 
In the mean time I'll call for Amideo. 

Jid. You'll keep your promise to Don Rodorick ? 

6r09i^. Madam, since you bring death,Iwelcomeit; 
But to his fortune, not his love, submit. 

[Exit GONSALVO. 

Hip. I dare not ask what I too fain would hear ; 
But, uke a tender mother, hope and fear. 
My equal twins, my equal care I make. 
And keep hope quiet, lest that fear should wake. 

[Aside. Exit Hippolito. 

Jtd. So, now I'm firmly at my own dispose. 
And all the lets, my virtue caused, removed. 
Now, Rodorick, I come 

Enter Gonsalvo again. 
Gofis. Madam, my boy's not yet returned. 
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1^ Jul. No matter, we'll not stay for him. 
I . Gom. Pray make not too much haste. 
I \^Exeunt Jul. and Gons. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Don Rodorick, and a Servant 

Rod. Have you bespoke a vessel, as I bid you ? 

Serv. I have done better ; for I have employ'd 
^me, whom I know, this day to seize a ship ; 
Which they have done, clapping the men within her 
All under hatches, with such speed and silence. 
That, though she rides at anchor irl the port 
Among the rest, the change is not discover'd. 

Rod. Let my best goods and jewels be embark'd 
With secrecy. We'll put to sea this night. 
Have you yet found my sister, or her woman ? 

Serv. Neither, sir ; but in all probability 
She is with Manuel. 

Bod. Would God the meanest man in Alicant 
Had Angelina, rather than Don Manuel ! 
I never can forgive, much less forget. 
How he (the younger soldier) was preferr'd 
To that command of horse, which was my due. 

Serv. And, after that, by force disseized you of 
Your quarters—— 

Rod. Should I meet him seven years hence, 

At the altar, I would kill him there ! 1 had 

Forgot to tell you, the design we had. 

To carry Julia by force away. 

Will now be needless : she'll come to the rock 

To see me ; you, unseen, shall stand behind. 

And carry her into the vesseL 

Serv. Shall I not help you to despatch Don Ma- 
nuel ? 

Rod. I neither doubt my valour nor my fortune : 
But if I die, revenge me. Presently 
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About your business ; I must to the rodc^ 

For fear I come too late. {^Exeunt ^eterattjf. 

SCENE III. — Through a rock is discovered a naog 

of ships riding at a distance. 

Enter Amideo. 

Amid. Thus &r» unseen by Manuel^ I have traced 
him; 
He can be gone no farther than the walk 
Behind the rock : Til back, and tell my master. 

Enter Hippolito at the other end. 

Hip. This is theplace, where Rodorick must expect 
His Julia : — How ! Amideo here ! 

Amid. Hippolito ! 

Hip. This were so fit a time 
For my revenge, had I the courage, now ! 
My heart swells at him, and my breath grows short ; 
But whether fear or anger choaks it up, 
I cannot telL 

Amid. He looks so ghastfully. 
Would I were past him ! yet I fear to try it. 
Because my mind misgives me he will stc^ me.— 
By your leave, HippoHto. 

Hip. Whither so fast ? 

Amid. You'll not presume to hinder my lord's 
business ? 
He shall know it. 

Hip. I'll make you sure, before. 
For telling any tales. Do you remember. 
Since you defended Angelina's beauty 
Against Honoria's ; nay, and would maintain it ? 

Amid. And so I will do still ; (I must feign 
courage. 
There is no other way.) [Aside. 
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i Hip. I'll so revenge 

i IThat injury ! (if my heart fails me not.) 

Amid. Come, confess truly, — ^for I know it fails 
I you,— 

[ Whit would you give to avoid fighting now ? 

Hip. No, 'tis your heart that fails. 

Amid. I scorn the danger ; 
Yet, what compassion on your youth might do, 
I cannot tell ; and, therefore, do not work 
Upon my pily ; for I feel already 
My stout heart melts. 

Hip. Oh ! Are you thereabout ? 
Now I am sure you fear ; and you shall fight. 

Amid. I will not fight. 

Hip. Confess, then, Angelina 
Is not so fair as is Honoria. 

Amid. I do confess. Now are you satisfied ? 

Hip. There's more behind ; confess her not so 
worthy 
To be beloved, nor to possess Gonsalvo, 
As fait Honoria is. 

Amid. That's somewhat hard. 

Hip. But you must do't, or die. 

Amid. Well, life is sweet ; 
She's not so worthy. Now, let me be gone. 

Hip. No, never to my master ; swear to quit 
His service, and no more to see his^ face. 

Amid. I fkin would save my life, but that, which 
you 
Propose, is but another name to die. 
I cannot live without my master's sight. 

Hip. Then you must fight with me for him. 

Amid. I would 
Do any thing with you, but fighting for him. 

Hip. Notmng but that will serve. 

Amid. Lay by our swords. 
And I'll scratch with you for him. 
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Hip. That's not manly. 

Amid. Well, since it must be so, 1*11 fight. 

Unbutton. [Hipfolito unbuttons slowly. 
How many buttons has he ? Ill be one 
Behind him still. ^Aside. 

[ Unbuttons one hy one after him. Hippo- 
LiTO m>akes mxyre haste. 
You are so prodigal ! if you loved my master. 
You would not tear his doublet so. — How's tiis ! 
Two swelling breasts ! a woman, and my rival ! 
The stings of jealousy have given me courage, 
Which nature never gave me. — 
Come on, thou vile dissembler of thy sex ! 
Expect no mercy ; either thou or I 
Must die upon this spot. Now for Gonsalvo — 
Sa— Sa 

Hip. This courage is not counterfeit ; ah me ! 
What shall I do ? — For pity, gentle boy — ^ — 

Amid. No pity ; such a cause as ours 
Can neither give nor take it. If thou yieldest, 
I will not spare thee ; therefore, fight it out. 

[ Tears open his doublet 

Hip. Death to my hopes ! a woman ! and so rare 
A beauty, that my lord must needs doat on her. 
I should myself, if I had been a man, 
But, as I am, her eyes shoot death at me. 

Amid. Come, have you said your prayers ? 

Hip. For thy confusion, — 
Thou ravenous harpy, with an angel's face, — 
Thou art discovered, thou too charming rival ; 
I'll be revenged upon those fatal eyes. 

Amid. I'll tear out thine. 

Hip. I'll bite out hungry morsels 
From those plump cheeks, but I will make them 
thinner. 

Amid. I'd beat thee to the blackness of a Moor, 
But that the features of thy face are such, 

8 
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Such damnable, invincible good features, 
That as an Ethiop thou would'st still be loved. 

Hip. I'll quite unbend that black bow o'er thine 
eyes ; 
I-ll murder thee, and Julia shall have him, 
nather than thou. 

Amid. I'll kill both thee and her. 
Rather than any one but I shall have him. 

JSip. Come on, thou witch. 

Amid. Have at thy heart, thou Syren. 

[ They draw and fight awkwardly^ not 
coming near one another. 

Amid. I think I paid you there. 

Hip. O stay a little, 
And tell me in what corner of thy heart 
Gonsalvo lies, that I may spare that place. 

Amid. He lies in the last drop of all my blood. 
And never will come out, but with my soul. 

Hip. Come, come, we dally ; 
Would one of us were dead, no matter which ! 

[ They fight nearer. 

Enter Don Manuel. 

Man. The pretty boys, that serve Gonsalvo, 
fighting ! 
I come in time to save the life of one. 

[HiPPOLiTO gets Amideo diywn in closing. 
Manuel takes away their swords. 
Hip. For goodness' • sake, hinder not my re- 
venge ! 
Amid. The noble Manuel has saved my life. 
Heavens, how unjustly have I hated him. [Aside. 
Man. What is it, gentle youths, that moves you 
thus? 
I cannot tell what causes you may find ; 
But, trust me, all the world, in so much sweetness. 
Would be to seek where to begin a quarreL 
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You seem the little Cupids in the song^ 
Contending for the honey-bag. 

H^. 'Tis weD 
You're come ; you may prevent a greater mischief. 
Here 'tis, Gonsalvo has appointed Rodorick—*-^ 

Man. To fight ? 

Hip. What's worse ; to give your sister to him. 
Won by her tears, he means to leave her free. 
And to redeem her misery with his. 
At least so I conjecture. 

Man. 'Tis a doubtful 
Problem ; either he loves her violently. 
Or not at all. 

Amid. You have betray'd my master. ■ 

[ To HiPPOLiTo, ande. 

Hip. If I have injured you, I mean to ^ve you 
The satisfaction of a gentlewoman. 

Enter Gonsalvo and Julia. 

Man. Oh, they are here ; now I shall be resolved. 

Jul. My brother Manuel ! what fortune's this ! 

Man. I'm glad I have prevented you. 

Gons. With what 
V^ariety my fate torments me still ! 
Never was man so dragg'd along by virtue ; 
But I must follow her. 

Jul. Noble Gtonsalvo, 
Protect me fi-om my brother. 

Gens. Tell me, sir. 
When you bestow'd your sister on me, did not 
You give her freely up to my dispose ? 

Man. 'Tis true, I did ; but never with intent 
You should restore her to my enemy. 

Grons. 'Tis past ; 'tis done. She undermined my 
soul 
With tears ; as banks are sapp'd away by streams. 

Man. I wonder what strange blessing i^e expects 
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From the harsh nature of this Rodoriek ; 
A man made up of malice and revenge. 

JtU. If I possess him, I may be unhappy ;. 
But if I lose him, I am surely so. 
Had you a friend so desperately sick. 
That all physicians had forsook his cure ; 
All scorch'd without, and all parch'd up within. 
The moisture that maintained consuming nature 
Lick'd up, and in a fever fried away ; 
Could you behold him beg, with dying eyes, 
A glass of water, and refuse it him. 
Because you knew it ill* for his disease ? 
When he would die without it, how could you 
Deny to make his death more easy to him^ ? 

Man. Talk not to me of love, when honour suf- 
fers. 
The boys will hiss at me. 

Crons. I suffer most : 
Had there been choice, what would I not have 

chose? 
To save my honour I my love must lose : 
But promises, once made, are past debate. 
And truth's of more necessity than fate. 

Man. I scarce can think your promise absolute ; 
There might some way be thought on, if you would. 
To keep both her and it. 

Crons. No, no ; my promise was no trick of state : 
I meant to be made truly wretched first. 
And then to die ; and I'll perform them both. 

Man. Then that revenge, I meant on Rodoriek, 
,ril take on you. [^I}raws. 

Ctons. 1 draw with such regret. 

As merchants throw their wealth iiito the sea. 
To save their sinking vessels from a wreck. 

Man. I find I cannot lift my hand against thee : 
Do what thou wilt ; but let not me behold it. 

[Goes off, a little way. 

VOL. II. 31 
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Ill cut this Gordian knot I cannot loose. 
To keep his promise, Rodorick shall have hear. 
But ril return and rescue her by force ; 
Then giving back what he so frankly gave. 
At once my honour and his love I'll save. 

lEwit Manuu. 

Enter Rodorick. 

Rod. How ! Julia brought by him ?«— Who sent 
for me ? 

Gam. 'Twas 1. 

Rod. I know your business then ; 'tis fighting. 

CrOM. You're mistaken ; 'tis something that I 
fear. 

Rod. Whatis't? 

Crons. Why, ^'twill not out : Here, take her; 

And deserve her : but no thanks ; 
For fear I should consider what I give. 
And call it back. 

Jul. O my dear Rodorick ! 

Crons. O cruel Julia ! 
For pity shew not all your joy before me ; 
Stifle some part of it one minute longer. 
Till I am dead. 

Jul. My Rodorick shall know. 
He owes his Julia to you.— -Thank him, love ; 
In faith I take it ill you are so slow. 

Rod. You know he has forbid me ; and, beside, 
He'll take it better from your mouth than mine ; 
All that you do must needs be pleasing to him. 

Jul. Still sullen and unkind ! 

Rod. Why, then, in short, 
I do not understand the benefit. 

Oons. Not to have Julia in thy free possession ? 

Rod. Not brought by you ; not of another's lea- 
ving. 
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Jul. Speak softly, RcMloiick : Liet not these hear 
thee : 
But spare my shame for the ill choice I made. 
In loving thee. 

Rod. I will speak loud, and tell thee, 
Thou com*st, all cloy'd and tired with his embrac^» 
To proffer thy pall'd love to me ; his kisses 
Do yet bedew thy lips ; the very print, 
fes arms made round thy body, yet remains. 

dens. O barbarous jealousy ! 

Jul. 'Tis an harsh word. 
I am too pure for thee ; but yet I love thee. 

[^Qffisrs to take his hand. 

Sod. Away, foul impudence ! 

Gons. Madam, you wrong 
Your virtue, thus to clear it by submission. 

Jul. Whence grows this boldness, sir ? did I ask 
you 
To be my champion ? 

Rod. tie chose to be your friend, and not your 
husband: 
Left that dull part of dignity to me ; 
As often the worst actors play the kings. 

Jul. This jealousy is but excess of passion, 
Which grows up, wild, in every lover's breast ; 
But changes kind when planted in an husband. 

Rod. W ell, what I am, I am ; and what I will be. 
When you are mine, my pleasure shall determine, 
I will receive no law from any man. 

Jul. This strange unkindness of my Rodoriek 
I owe to thee, and thy unlucky love ; 
Henceforth go lock it up within thy breast ; 
*Tis only harmless while it is conceal'd. 
But, open'd, spreads infection like a vault. 
Go, and my curse go with thee ! 

Gons. I cannot go till I behold you happy :—— 
—-Here, Rodoriek, receive her on thy knees ; 
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Use her with that respect, which thou Would'ist pay 

Thy guardian angel, if he could be seen. 

Do not provoke my anger by refusing. 

I'll watch thy least offence to her ; each word» 

Nay, every sullen look ; 

And, as the devils, who are damn'd to torments, 
Yet have the guilty souls their slaves to punish ; 
So, under me, while I am wretched, thou 
Shalt be tormented. 

Rod. Would'st thou make me the tenant o£ thy 
lust. 
To toil, and for my labour take the dregs» 
The juicy vintage being left for thee ? 
No : she's an infamous, lewd prostitute. 
I loath her at my soul. 

Gons. I can forbear 
No longer ; swallow down thy lie, foul villain. 

\They fght off the stage. Exeunt. 

Jul. Help, help ! 

Amid. Here is that witch, whose fatal beauty 
Began the mischief; she shall pay for all. 

\Goes to kill Julia. 

Hip. I hate her for it more than thou canst do ; 
But cannot see her die, my master loves. 

\_Goes between wiih her sword. 

Enter Go'SSAhvOyJoUowing Rodorick, whojhlls. 

Rod. So, now I am at rest : 
I feel death rising higher still, and higher. 
Within my bosom ; every breath I fetch 
Shuts up my life within a shorter compass. 
And, like the vanishing sound of bells, grows less 
And less each pulse, till it be lost in air. 

[^Swoons away, 

Gons. Down at your feet, much injured inno- 
cence, 
I lay that sword, which 
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Jfd. Take it up again ; 
It has not done its work till I am kill'd: 
For ever, ever, thou hast robb'd me of 
That man, that only man, whom I could love. 
Dost thou thus court thy mistress? thus oblige her? 
All thy obligements have been fatal yet. 
Yet the most fatal now would most oblige me. 
Kill me :— -yet I am killed before in him. 
I lie there on the ground ; cold, cold, and pale : 
That death, I die in Rodorick, is far 
More pleasant than that life I live in Julia. — 
— See how he stands — when he is bid despatcl^ me ! 
How dull ! how spiritless ! that sloth possest 
Thee not, when thou didst kill my Rodorick. 

Grons. I'm too unlucky to converse with men : 
I'll pack together all my mischiefs up, 
Gather with care each little remnant of them. 
That none of them be left behind : Thus loaded. 
Fly to some desert, and there let them loose, 
Where they may never prey upon mankind. 
But you may make my journey shorter : — Take 
This sword ; 'twill show you how. — 

Jvl. I'll gladly set you on your way. 

[ Takes hu sword. 

Enter three o/'Rodorick's Servants. 

1 Serv. Make haste ; he's now unarm'd, we may 
with ease 
Revenge my master's death. 
Jul. Now these shall do it. 
Gon^. I'll die by none but you. 
Hip. O here, take my sword, sir. 
Amid. He shall have mine. 

[Both give their swords to Gonsalvo. 

Enter Manuel. 
Man. Think not of death, 
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We'll live and conquer. [ They beat them ^ 

Man. These fellows, though beat o£^ will strait 
return 
With more ; we must make haste to save oursdves. 

Hip. Tis far to the town. 
And, ere you reach it, you will be diseover'cl. 

Gans. My life's a burden to m^ were not Julia's 
Concerned ; but, as it is, she, being present, - 
Will be found accessary to his death. 

Man. See where a vessel lies, not fiir firom shore; 
And near at hand a boat belonging to her ; 
Lef s haste aboard, and, what with prayers and gifts, 
Buy our concealment there. — Come, Julia. 
Grons. Alas, she swoons away upon the body. 
Man. The night grows on apace' ; we'll take her 
in 
Our arms, and bear her hence. 

{^Exeunt GtONsalvo, and the hcys^ with Ma- 
nuel, carrying Julia. 

The Servants enter agmn. . 

1 Serv. They are all gone, we may return with 
safety : 
Help me to bear the body to the town. 

S Serv. He stirs and breathes a little ; there may 
be 
Some hope. 

3 Serv. The town's far off, and the evening cold. 
Let's carry him to the ship. 
1 Serv. Haste then away : 
Things, once resolved, are ruin'd by delay. 

[Exeunt, 



ACT ¥. THE KIVAL LAOIBS. I9I 



ACT V. SCENE L 

t 

The Scene lying in a Carrack. 
Enter a Pirate and the Captain. 

Pir. Welcome a ship-board| captain ; you $taid 
long. 

Cajd. No longer than was necessary for shifting 
trades ; to change me from a robber to a pirate. 

Pir. Tliere's a fair change wrought in you since 
f eaterday morning ; then you talked of nothing but 
repentance, and amendment of life. 

Capt. Faith, I have considered better on't : ibr, 
Donversing a whole day together with honest men^ 
[ found them all so poor and beggarly^^ that a qivU 
person would be ashamed to be seen with them ;*-^ 
l>ut you come from Don Rodorick's cabin ; what 
[lopes have you of his life ? 

Pir. No danger of it, only loss of blood had 
nade him faint away ; he called for you. 

Capt. Well, are his jewels and his plate brought 
n? 

Pir. They are.— When hoist we sails ? 

Capt. At the first break of day. When we are 
|ot out clear, we'll seize on Roderick and his ra,en 
rhey are not many, but fear may make them des- 
perate. « 

jRrr. We may take them, when they are laid to 
deep. 

Capt. 'Tis well advised. 

Pir. I forgot to tell you, sir, that a little before 
Don Rodorick was brought in^ a company of gen- 
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tlemen (pursued it seems by justice) procured our 
boat to row them hither. Two of them carried a 
very fair lady betwixt them, who was either dead, 
or swooned. 

Capt We'll sell them altogether to the Turk,— 
at least I'll tell them so. [^Aside. 

Pir. Pray, sir, let us reserve the lady to our own 
uses ; it were a shame to good catholics to give her 
up to infidels. 

Capt. Don Rodorick's door opens ; I'll speak to 
him. 

The Scene draws and discovers the Captain^ s cahm; 
RoDORiCK on a hed^ and two Servants by him. 

Capt. How is it with the brave Don Rodoriek ? 
Do you want any thing ? 

Rod. I have too much 
Of that I would not, love ; 
And what I would have, that I want, revenge. 
I must be set ashore. 

Capt. That you may, sir ; 
But our own safety must be thought on first. 

\_One enters^ and whispers the Captain, 

Capt. I come. Seignior, think you are lord 

here, and command 
All freely. \^Exeunt Captain and Pirates. 

Rod. He does well to bid me think so. I am of 
opinion 
We are fallen into huckster's hands. 

1 Serv. Indeed he talked suspiciously enough ; 
He half denied to land us. 

Rod. These, Pedro, are your confiding men 

2 Serv. I think them still so. 

Rod. Would I were from them. 

2 Serv. 'Tis impossible 

To attempt it now ; you have not strength enough 
To walk. 
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Of canvas and of cloth, you see lie by us ; 
In which one of us shall sew up the rest. 
Only some breathing place, for air, and food : 
Then call the pirates in, and tell them, we. 
For fear, had drowned ourselves : And when we 

come 
To the next port, find means to bring us out. 

Hip. Pithily spoken ! — 
As if you were to bind up marble statues. 
Which only bore the shapes of men without. 
And had no need of ever easing nature. 

Gons. There's but one way left, that's this ; — 
You know the rope, by which the cock-boafs tied, 
Goes down by the stern, and now, we are at anchor, 
There sits no pilot to discover us ; 
My counsel is, to go down by the ladder. 
And, being once there, unloose, and row to shore. 

Man. This, without doubt, were best ; but there 
lies ever 
Some one, or more, within the boat, to watcji it 

Gons. I'll slide down first, and run the venture 
of it ; 
Yoy shall come after me, if there be need. 
To give me succour. 

Man. 'Tis the only way. 

Gons. Go in to Julia, then, and first prepare her, 
With knowledge of the pirates, and the danger 
Her honour's in, among such barbarous people. 

Ma9t. Leave it to me. 

Amid. Hippolito and Julia, 
My rivals, like two pointed rocks appear ; 
And I, through both, must to Gk)nsdvo steer. 

[^Aside. 
[Exeunt all hut Hippolito. 

Hip. As from some steep and dreadful precipice 
The frighted traveller casts down his eyes. 
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And sees the ocean at so great a distance. 
It looks as if the skies were sunk below him ; 
Yet if some neighbouring shrub (how weak soe'er) 
Peeps up, his willing eyes stop gladly there. 
And seem to ease themselves, and rest upon it : 
So, in my desperate state, each little comfort 
Preserves me from despair. Gonsalvo strove not 
With greater care to give away his Julia, 
Than I have done to part with my Gonsalvo ; 
Yet neither brought to pass our hateful wish. 
Then, we may meet, since different ways we move, 
Chasing each other in the maze of love. [^Exit. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Don Rodorxck, carried hy two Servants. 

' 1 Serv. It was the only way that could be thought 

on, 
To get down by the ladder to the boat. 

2 Serv. You may thank me for that invention. 
Bod. What a noise is here, when the least breath's 
As dangerous as a tempest. 

2 Serv. If any of those rogues should hear him 
talk. 
In what a case were we ? 

Sod. O, patienpe ! patience ! — 
This ass brays out for silence. 

Enter, at the other end, Manuel, leading Svi.ia, 
Gonsalvo, Hippolito, and Amideo. 

Crons. Hark ! what noise is that ? go softly. 

* \They meet on ike middle of the stage. 
Rod. Who's here ! — I am betrayed ! and nothing 
grieves me. 
But I want strength to die with honour. 
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Jul. Rodorick! 
Is it thy voice, my love ?— Speak, and resolve m^ 
Whether thou livest, or I am' dead with thee ? 

Man. Kill him, and force our way. 

Bod. Is Manuel there ? 
Hold up my arm, that I may make one thrust 
At him, before I die. 

Crons. Since we must fall. 
We'll sell our lives as dearly as we can. 

1 Sero. And we'll defend our master to the last 

Enter Pirates^ without their Captain. 

1 Pirate. What's the meaning of this uproar ?— 

Quarrelling 
Amongst yourselves at midnight ? 

2 Pirate. We are come in a fit time to decide 

the difference. 
Man. Hold, gentlemen ! we're equally concem'd, 

[ To RoDOBicK's Servants. 
We for our own, you for your master's safetjr ; 
If we join forces, we may then resist them^ 
If not, both sides are ruin'd. 
1 Serv. We agree. 

Gons. Come o'er on our side, then. [^T%eyjm. 
1 Pirate. A mischief on our captain's drowsi- 
ness ; 
We're lost, for want of him ! [ Theyjight 

Crons. Dear madam, get behind ; while you are 
safe. 
We cannot be o'ercome. [7b Julia. 

{^They drive off the Pirates^ and follow them off, 

Rodorick remains on the ground. 
Rod. I had much rather my own life were lost, 
Than Manuel's were preserved. 
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JEnter the Pirates, retreating before Gonsalvo, ^c. 

1 Pirate. AlPs lost ! they fight like devils, and 

our captain 
Yet sleeping in his bed. 

2 Pirate. Here lies Don Rodorick ; 

If we must die, we'll not leave him behind. 

[^Goes to kiU him. 

Jul. O, spare my Roderick's life; and,in exchange. 
Take mine ! I put myself within your power. 
To save or kill. 

1 Pirate. So, here's another pawn. 
For all our safeties. 
• Man. Heaven ! what has she done ? 

Gons. Let go the lady, or expect no mercy !— 
The least drop of her blood is worth all yours. 
And mine together. 

1 Pirate. 1 am glad you think so. — 
Either deliver up your sword, or mine 
Shall pierce her heart this moment. 

Gone. Here, here, take it. 

Man. Xou are not mad, to give away all hopes 

[Manuel holds him. 
Of safety and defence, from us, from her. 
And from yourself, at once ! 

Grons* When she is dead, * 

What is there worth defending ? 

Man. Will you trust 
A pirate's promise, sooner than your valour ? 

C^ons. Any thing, rather than see her in danger. 

1 Pirate. Nay, if you dispute the matter !— 

l^Holds his sword to her breast. 
. Gans. I yield, I yield! — ^Reason to love must bow. 
Love, that gives courage, can make cowards too ! 

[^Gives his sword. 

Jul. O, strange effect of a most generous passion ! 



192 THE RIVAL LADIES. . ACT Y. 

Rod. Hls enemies themselves must needs admke 
it. 

Man. Nay» if Gronsalvo makes a fashion of it; 
'Twill be valour to die tamely, [Gives ku. 

Hip. I am for dying too with my dear master. 

Amid. My life will go as easily as a fly's ; 
The least fillip does it in this fiight. 

1 Pirate. One call our captain up. Tell him he 
deserves little of the booty. 

Jul. It has so much prevailed upon my soul, 
I ever must acknowledge it. [ To GoNS. 

Bod. Julia has reason^ if she love him ; yet, 
I find I cannot bear it. [^Aside. 

Gons. Say but, you love me ; I am more than 
paid. 

Jul. You ask that only thing, I cannot give ;— 
Were I not Rodorick's first, I should be yours ; 
My violent love for him, I know, is faulty ; 
Yet passion never can be placed so ill. 
But that ta change it is the greater crime. 
Inconstancy is such a guilt, as makes 
That very love suspected, which it brings ; 
It biings a gift, but 'tis of ill-got wealth. 
The spoils of some forsaken lover's heart. 
Love, alter'd once, like blood let out before. 
Will lose its virtue, and can cure no more. 

Gons. In those few minutes which I have to live, 
To be caird yours, is all I can enjoy, 
llodoriok receives no prejudice by that ; 
I would but make some small acquaintance here, 
For fear I never should enquire you out 
In that new world, which we are going to. 

Amid. Then, I can hold no longer. — ^You desire» 
In death, to be call'd hers ; and all I wish. 
Is, dying, to be yours. 

Hip. You'll not discover ? [Aside. 

Amid. See here the most unfortunate of women, 
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That Angelina, whom you all thou^t lost ; 
And lost she was indeed^ when she beheld 
GonsalYo first 

All. How P-^ Angelina ! 

JBodL Ha! 
My sister ! 

Amid. I thought to have fled love in fijring Miu- 
nuel. 
But love pursued me in Gonsalvo's shape : 
For him, I ventured all that maids hold dear. 
The opinion of my modesty, and virtue. 
My loss of fortune, and my brother's love. 
For him, I have exposed myself to dangers. 
Which, great themselves, yet greater would appear. 
If you could see them through a woman's fear. 
But why do I my right by dangers prove? 
The greatest argument for love is love : 
That passicHi, Julia, while he lives, denies. 
He should refuse to give her when he dies : 
Yet grant he did his life to her bequeath. 
May I not claim my share of him in death ? 
I only beg, when all the glory's gone. 
The heatless beams of a departing sun. 

Gens. Never was passion, hid so modestly. 
So generously revealed. 

SLan. We're now a chain of lovers linked in 
death ; 
Julia goes first, Gronsalvo hangs on her. 
And Angelina holds upon Gonsalvo, 
Ajs I on Angelina. 

Hip. Nay, here's Honoria too : — 
You look on me with wonder in your eyes. 
To see me here, and in this strange disguise. 

Jul. What new miracle is this ? Honoria ! 

Man. I left you with my aunt at Barcelona, 
And thouffht, ere this, you had been married to 
The rich <3d man, Don £stevan de Gama. 

VOL. n. N 
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Hip. I ever had a strange aversion tx him : 
But when Gonsalvo landed there, and made 
A kind of courtship, (though, it seems, in jest,). 
It served to conquer me ; which Estevan 
Perceiving, pressed my aunt to haste the mar- 
riage. 
What should I do ? my aunt importuned me 
For the next day : Glonsalvo, though I loved him, 
Knew not my love ; nor was I sure his courtship 
Was not the effect of a bare gallantry. 

Gons. Alas ! how grieved I am, that slight ad- 
. dress 
Should make so deep impression on your mind, 
Jn three days time ! 

Hip. That accident, in which 
You saved my life, when first you saw me, caused 

it. 
Though now the story be too long to tell. 
Howe'er it was, hearing that night, you lay 
Aboard your ship, thus, as you see, disguised. 
In clothes belonging to my youngest nephew, 
I rose ere day, resolved to find you out. 
And, if I could, procure to wait on you 
Without discovery of myself : but fortune ^ 
Crossed all my hopes. 

Gons. It was that dismal night 
Which tore my anchor up, and toss'd my ship, 
Past hope of safety, many days together. 
Until at length it threw me on this port. 

Hip. I will not tell you what my sorrows were, 
To find you gone ; but there was now no help. 
Go back again, I durst not ; but, in fine. 
Thought best, as fast as my weak legs would Jbear 

me, . 
To come to Alicant, and find my sister. 
Unknown to any else : But, being near 
The city, I was seized upon by thieves, . 
From whom you rescued me. — The rest you know. 
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Grons. I know too much indeed for my repose. 

Enter Captain. 

Capt. Do you know me ? 

Gons. Now I look better, on thee, 
Thou seem'st a greater villain than I thought thee. 

Jul 'Tis he ! 

Hip. That bloody wretch, that robb'd us in 
The woods. 

G<ms. Slave ! darest thou lift thy hand against 
me? 
Darest thou touch any one whom he protects. 
Who gave thee life ? But I accuse myself. 
Not thee : The death of all these guiltless persons 
Became my crime, that minute when I spared thee. 

Capt. It is not all your threats can alter me 
From what I have resolved. 

GoTis. Begin, then, first 
With me. 

Capt I will, by laying here my sword. 

[Lays his sword at Gonsalvo's^^^. 

AU. What means this sudden change ? 

Capt. 'Tis neither new, nor sudden. From that 
time 
You gave me life, I watch'd how to repay it ; 
And Rodorick's servant gave me speedy means 
To e£fect my wish : For, telling me, his master 
Meant a revenge on you, and on Don Manuel, 
And then to seize on Julia, and depart, 
I proffered him my aid to seize a vessel ; 
And having, by enquiry, found out yours. 
Acquainted first the captain with my purpose. 
To make a seeming mastery of the ship. 

Man. How durst he take your word ? 

Capt. That I secured. 
By letting him give notice to the ships 
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That lay about : This done, knowing the place 
You were to fight on was behind the rocky 
Not far from thence, I, and some chosen m^i. 
Lay out of sight, that, if foul play were ofifer'd. 
We might prevent it : 

But came not in ; because, when there was need, 
Don Manuel, who was nearer, stepped before me. 

Gons. Then the boat, which seem'd 
To lie by chance, hulling not far from shore. 
Was placed by your direction there ? 

Capt It was. 

Gons. You're truly noble ; and I owe much more 
Than ray own life and fortunes to your worth. 

Capt. 'Tis time I should restore their liberty 
To such of yours, as yet are seeming prisoners. 
I'll wait on you again. [Jasdt Ckiptain, 

Rod. My enemies are happy ; and the storm, 
Prepared for them, must break upon my he«d. 

Gons. So far am I from happiness, heaven knows 
My griefs are doubled ! 
I stand engaged in hopeless love to Julia ; 
In gratitude to these :— * 
Here I have given my heart, and here I owe it. 

Hip. Dear master, trouble not yourself for me ; 
I ever made your happiness my own ; 
Let Julia witness with what faith I served you. 
When you employ'd me in your love to her, 
I gave yoiu* noble heart away, as if 
It had been some light gallanf s, little worth : 
Not that I loved you less than Angelina, 
But myself less than you. 

Gtms. Wonder of honour ! 
Of which my own was but a fainter shadow. 
When I gave Julia, whom I could not keep. 
You fed a fire within, with too rich fuel. 
In giving it your heart to prey upon ; 
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The sweetest oflFering that was ever burnt 
Since last the Phoenix died 

Hip* If Angelina knew, like me, the pride 
Of ndUe minds, which is to give, not take. 
Like me she would be satis&d her heart 
Was wdl bestowed, and ask for no iretum.' 

Amid. Prav, let my heart alone ; you'll use it as 
Hie gipsies do our money ; 
If they once touch it, they have power upon't. 

Enter the Servant^ who appeared in the first act 

with GONSALVO, 

Serv. O, my dear lord, Gonsalvo de Peralta !. 

Rcijd. De Peralta, said you ? You amaze me ! 

Gons. Why ? — Do you know that family in Se- 
viUe? 

Bod. I am myself the elder brother of it. 

CrOM. Don Rodorick de Peralta ! 

Bod. I was so. 
Until my mother died, whose name, de Sylva, 
I chose, (our custom not forbidding it) 
Three years ago, when I returned from Flanders : 
I came here to possess a fair estate, 
Lieft by an aunt, her sister ; for whose sake 
I take that name ; and liked the place so well. 
That never since have I retum'd to Seville. 

Gens. 'Twas then that change of name, which 
caused my letters 
All to miscarry. What an happy tempest 
Was this, which would not let me rest at Seville, 
But blew me farther on, to see you here ! 

Amid. Brother, I come to claim a sister's share : 
But you're too near me, to be nearer now. 

Gons. In my room, let me beg you to receive 
Don Manuel. 

Amid. I take it half unkindly, 
You give me from yourself so soon : Don Manuel, 
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I know, is worthy, and, but yesterday. 
Preserved my life ; but, it will take some time 
To change my heart. 

Man. I'll watch it patiently, as chemists do 
Their golden birth ; and, when 'tis changed, receive it 
With greater care than they their ridi elixir. 
Just passing from one vial to another. 

Rod. Julia is still my brother's, though I lose 

her. 
Ctons. You shall not lose her ; Julia was bom 
For none but you ; 
And I for none but my Honoria. 
Julia is yours by inclination ; 
And I, by conquest, am Honoria's. 

Hon. 'Tis the most glorious one that e'er was 
made : 
And I no longer will dispute my happiness. 

Rod. Julia, you know my peevish jealousies ; 
I cannot promise you a better husband 
Than you have had a servant. 

Jul. I receive you 
With all your faults. 

Rod. And think, when I am froward. 
My sullen humour punishes itself. 
I'm like a day in March, sometimes o'ercast 
With storms, but then the after clearness is 
The greater. The worst is, where I love most, 
The tempest falls most heavy. 

Jid. Ah ! what a little to love is lent ! 
Yet half that time is in unkindness spent. 

Rod. That you may see some hope of my amend- 
ment, 
I give my friendship to Don Manuel, ere 
My brother asks, or he himself desires it. 
Man. I'll ever cherish it. 

Gons. Since, for my sake, you become' friends, 
my care 
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Shall be to keep you so. — You, captain, shall 
Command this earrack, and, with her, my for- 
tunes. — 
You, my Honoria, though you have an heart 
Which Julia left, yet think it not the worse ; 
Tis not worn out, but poUsh'd by the wearing. 
Your merit shall her beauty's power remove ; 
Beauty but gains, obligement keeps our love. 



THE 



INDIAN QUEEN, 



TRAGEDY, 

WRITTEN BY THE 

Hon. Sir ROBERT HOWARD, 

AND 

Me DRYDEN. 



THE INDIAN QUEEN. 



The plays of Sir Robert Howard were tolerated by his con- 
temporaries^ on account of the rank, gallantry^ and loyalty, of the 
author ; at leasts we are now unable to discover any better reason 
for their success. The Comihittee^ alone^ kept possession of the 
stage till our time ; and that solely supported by the humours of 
Tea^ue, an honest blundering Irish footman, such as we usually 
see m a modern farce. From a hint^ given by Langbaine^ Sur 
Bobert Howard seems to have been suspected of frequent plagia- 
liams. At any rate it is certain^ that, in the composition of The 
Indian Queen^ he was so fortunate^ as to have the assistance of 
our great poet^ who was bound to him by ties of personal obli- 
gation. 

It is, of course^ difficult even to guess at the share which 
Dryden had in The Indian Queen. Several of the characters have 
a strong resemblance to others^ which he afterwards drew in bold- 
er colours. Thus, Montezuma^ who^ like the hero of an ancient 
romance^ bears fortune to any side which he pleases to espouse^ 
is justly pointed out by Settle, as the prototype of Almanzor ; 
though we look in vain for the glowing language, ^hich, though 
sometimes bordering on burlesque, suits so well the extravagant 
character of the Moorish hero. Zempoalla strongly resembles 
Nourmahal in Aureng-Zebe ; both shewing that high spirit of 
pride, with which Dryden has often invested his female characters. 
The language of The Indian Queen possesses, in general, greater 
ease, and a readier flow of verse, than Sir Robert Howard appears 
to have possessed, when unassisted. Of this he seems himself to 
have been sensible ; and alludes to Dry den's acknowledged supe- 
liority^ when maintaining against him the cause of dramatic blank 
verse, as preferable to rhyme *. Besides general hints towards 



** But writing the epistle in so much haste, I had almost forgot one orgii- 
vnent, or observation, which that author (Dryden) has most good fortune in. It 
±i in his Bpittle Dedicatory, before his essay o( Dramatic Poesie ; where, speak- 
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the conception of the characters^ and a superintendance o£ the 
dialogue^ it is probable, that Dryden wrote some entire scenes of 
the following piece. In the third act particularly, the passage 
respecting me incantation, which resembles that in The Indian 
Emperor, has strong traces of our author's manner. 

The Indian Queen was acted in 1664; and received, says 
Langbaine, with great applause. It was printed in 1665. 



ing of rfa3nne in plays, he desires it may be observed, that nene are yiolent against 
it, but such as have not attempted it, or who have sueoeeded ill in the attempt : 
Which, as to m3rself, and him, I eaidly acknowledge ;— 4br, I oonfess, none has 
wiittfln in thae mf bett^ thaa himfeelf, nor &w wotaetban I.^ 

IntroiMCtim to TH Great FavomrUtt 9r HU Duke t/LmmL 



PROLOGUE. 



As the mitsic plays a soft air, the curtain rises slowly, and discovers 
an Indian Boy and Girl sleeping under two plantain-trees ; and, 
when the curtain is almost up, the music turns into a tune ex* 
pressing an alarm, at which the Boy awakes^ and speaks : 

Boy* Wake^ wake^ Quevira ! our soft rest must cease. 
And fly together with our country's peace ! 
No more must we sleep under plantain shade^ 
Which neither heat could pierce, nor cold invade ; 
Where bounteous nature never feels decay^ 
And opening buds drive falling fruits away. 

Que. Why should men quarrel here^ wher^^ possess 
As much as they can hope for by success P-^^- 
None can have most, where nature is so kind. 
As to exceed man's use, though not his mind. 

Boy. By ancient prophecies we have been told. 
Our world shall be subdued bv one more old; — 
And, secy that woild ahread/s hither come. 

Qjie^ If these be they^ we welcome then our doom ! 
Their looks are such, that mercy flows from thence. 
More gentle than our native innocence. 

Boy. Why should we then fear these, our enemies, 
That rather seem to us like deities ? 

Que. By their protection, let us beg to live ; x. 
They .came not here to conquer, but forgive.— ^ 
If so, your eoodness may your power express, 
And we shiul judge both best by our success. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



The Inca ^Peru. 

Montezuma, his General. 

AcACis, son to Zempoalla, 

Traxalla, General to Zempoalla. 

Gaiiucca, a faithful svihject to Amexia. 

The God qflheams* 

IsMERON, one of the prophetSy a conjuror. 

Officers and Soldiers. 

Peruvians and Mexicans. 

Priests. 

Amexia, the lawful Queen of Mexico. 
Zempoalla, the usurping Indian Queen, 
Orazia, daughter to the Inca. 
Attendants of' Ladies. 



THE 



INDIAN QUEEN. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 



Enter Inca, Orazia, Montezuma, Acacis, pri- 
soners, with Peruvians. 

Inca. Thrice have the Mexicans before us fled, 
rheir armies broke, their prince in triumph led. 
Both to thy valour, brave young man, we owe. 
Ask thy reward, but such as it may show 
[t is a king thou hast obliged, whose mind 
[s large, and, like his fortune, unconfined. 

Mont Young, and a stranger, to your court I 
; came, 

There, by your favour, raised to what I am : 
r conquer, but in right of your great fate. 
And so your arms, not mine, are fortunate. 

Inca. I am impatient, till this debt be paid, 
WThich still increases on me while delay 'd ; 
A bounteous monarch to himself is kind : 
Ask such a gift as may for ever bind 
Thy service to my empire, and to me. 

7 
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M(mt. What can this gift, he bids me ask him, be! 
Perhaps he has perceived our mutual fires. 
And now, with ours, would crown his own desires. 
'Tis so, he sees my service is above 
All other payments but his daughter's love. [^Askk. 

Inca. So quick to merit, and to take so slow ? 
I first prevent small wishes, and bestow 
This prince, his sword and fortunes, to thy hand ; 
He's thine unask'd ; now make thy fi:ee demand. 

Mont Here, prince, receive this sword, as only 
due [Gives Acacis his swardL 

To that excess of courage shown in you. — 
When you, without demand, a prince bestow^ 
Less than a prince to ask of you were low. 

hica. Then ask a kingdom ; s^y^ where thou wilt 
reign. 

Mont. I beg not empires, those my sword can 
gain; 
But, for my past and future service too. 
What I have done, and what I mean to do ; 
For this of Mexico which I have won. 
And kingdoms I will conquer yet unknown ; 
I only ask fi*om fair Orazia's eyes 
To reap the fruits of all my victories. 

1 Peru. Our Inca's colour mounts into \Am fto^ 

2 Peru. His looks speak death. 
Inca. Young man of unknown race. 

Ask once again ; so well thy merits plead. 
Thou shalt not die for that which thou hast said ; 
The price of what thou ask'st, thou dost not ksow; 
That gift's too high. 

Mont. And all besides too low. 

Inca. Once more I bid thee a$k. 

M(mt. Once more I make 
The same demand. . ; . 

Inca. The Inca bids thee take . - / • 
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Thy choice, what towns, what kingdoms thou 
would'st have. 

Mont. Thou giv'st me only what before I gave. 
Give me thy daughter. 

Inca. Thou deserv'st to die. — 

thou great author of our progeny. 

Thou glorious Sun, dost thou not blush to shine. 
While such base blood attempts to mix with thine ! 

Mont That Sun, thou speak'st of, did not hide his 
face. 
When be beheld me conquering with his race. 

Inca. My fortunes gave thee thy success in fight ! 
Convey thy boasted valour from my sight ; 

1 can o'ercome without thy feeble aid. 

[^Exeunt Inca^ Orazia, and Peruvians. 
Mont. And is it thus my services are paid ? 
Not all his guard s 

[Giffisrs togOy AcACis holds him. 
Aca. Hold, sir. 
Mont. Unhand me. 
Aca. No, I must your rage prevent 
From doing what your reason would repent. 
Like the vast seas, your mind no limits knows ; 
Like them, lies open to each wind that blows. 
Mont Can a revenge, that is so just, be ill ? 
Aca. It is Orazia's father, you would kill. 
Mont. Orazia ! how that name has charm'd my 

sword ! 
Aca. Compose these wild distempers in your 
breast ; 
.Angec, like madness, is appeased by rest. 

Mont. Bid children sleep, my spirits boil too 
high ; 
^ut, since Orazia's father must not die, 
-A. nobler vengeance shall my actions guide ; 
X'll bear the conquest to the conquer'd side, 

VOL. II. o 
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Until this Inca for my friendship sues. 
And proffers what his pride does now refuse. 

Aca, Your honour is obliged to keep your trust. 

Mont. He broke that bond, in ceasing to be just 

Aca. Subjects tokings should more obedience pay. 

Mont. Subjects are l^und, not strangers, to obey. 

Aca. Can you so little your Orazia prize. 
To give the conquest to her enemies ? 
Can you so easily forego her sight ? 
I, that hold liberty more dear thai^ light. 
Yet to my freedom should my diains prefer. 
And think it were well lost to stay with her. 

Mont How unsuccessfully I still overcome ! 
I brought a rival, not a captive, home ; 
Yet I may be deceived : but 'tis too kite 
To clear those doubts, my stay brings certain &te. 

lAskk. 
Come, prince, you shall to Mexico return. 
Where your sad armies do your absence mourn ; 
And in one battle I will gain you more 
Than I have made you lose in three before. 

Aca. No, Montezuma, though you change your 
side, 
I, as a prisoner, am by honour tied. 

Mont. You are my prisoner, and I set you fSree. 

Aca, 'Twere baseness to accept such liberty. 

Mont. From him, that conquered you, it should 
be sought. 

Aca. No, but from him, for whom my conqueror 
fought. 

Mont Still you are mine, his giflt has made you so. 

Aca. He gave me to his general, not his foe. 

Mont. How poorly have you pleaded honour's 
laws ! 
Yet shun the greatest in your country's cause. 

Aca. What succour can the captive give the free? 

Mont A needless captive is an enemy. ^ 
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In painted honour you would seem to ishine : 
But 'twould be clouded, were your wrongs like mine. 

Aca. When choler such unbridled power can 
have, 
Thy virtue seems but thy revenge's slave : 
If such injustice should my honour stain, . 
My aid would prove my nation's loss, not gain. 

MxmL Be cozen'd by thy guilty honesty, 
To make thyself thy country's enemy. 

Aca. I do not mean in the next fight to stain 
My sword in blood of any Mexican, 
But will be present in the fatal strife. 
To guard Orazia's and the Inca's life. 

M^mt. Orazia's life, fond man ! First guard thy 
own ; 
Her safety she must owe to me alone. * 

Aca. Your sword, that does such wonders, cannot 
be, 
In an ill cause, secure of victory. 

Mont Hark, hark ! [^Noise qftrampHfig. 

Aca. What noise is this invades my ear ? 
Fly, Montezuma ! fly, the guards are near : 
To favour your retreat, I'll freely pay 
That life, which you so frankly gave this day. 

Mont I must retire ; but those, that follow me. 
Pursue their deaths, and not their victory. . 

\Esdt Mont. 

Aca. Our quarrels kinder than our friendships 
prove : 
You for my country fight, I for your love. 

' Enter Inc a and Guards. 

Inca. I was to blame to leave this madmau free ; 
Perhaps he may revolt to the enemy. 
Or stay, and raise some fatal mutiny. 

Aca. Stop your pursuits, for they must pass 
through me. 
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Inca. Where is the slave ? 

Aca. Gone. 

Inca. Whither? 

Aca. O'er the plain ; 
Where he may soon the camp, or city, gain. 

Inca. Curse on my dull neglect ! 
And yet I do less cause of wonder find. 
That he is gone, than that thou stay'st behind. 

Aca. My treatment, since you took me, was so 
free, 
It wanted but the name of liberty. 
I with less shame can still your captive live. 
Than take that freedom, which you did not give. 

Inca. Thou brave young man, that hast tby years 
outdone. 
And, losing liberty, hast honour won, 
I must myself thy honour's rival make. 
And give that freedom, which thou would'st not 

take. 
Go, and be safe. 

Aca. But that you may be so — 
Your dangers must be past before I go. 
Fierce Montezuma will for fight prepare. 
And bend on you the fury of the war. 
Which, by my presence, I will turn away. 
If fortune gives my Mexicans the day. 

Inca. Come, then, we are alike to honour just, 
Thou to be trusted thus, and I to trust 

[Exeunt 



SCENE IL^Mexico. 

Enter Zempo^xxla, Traxalla, and attendants. 

Zem. O my Acacis ! 
Does not my grief, Traxalla, seem too rude, 
Thus to press out before my gratitude 
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Has' paid my debts to you ? — ^yet it does move 
My rage and grief, to see those Powers above 
Punish such men, as, if they be divine. 
They know will most adore, and least repine. 

Trax. Those, that can only mourn when they are 
crost. 
May lose themselves with grieving for the lost. 
Rather to your retreated troops appear. 
And let them see a woman void of fear : 
The shame of that may call their spirits home. 
Were the prince safe, we were not overcome, 
Though we retired : O, his too youthful heat. 
That thrust him where the dangers were so great ! 
Heaven wanted power his person to protect 
From that, which he had courage to neglect : 
But since he's lost, let us draw forth, and pay 
His funeral rites in blood ; that we or they 
May, in our fates, perform his obsequies. 
And make death triumph when Acacis dies. 

Zemp. That courage, thou hast shewn in fight, 
seems less 
Than this, amidst despair to have excess : 
Let thy great deeds force fate to change her mind : 
He, that courts fortune boldly, makes her kind. 

Trax. If e'er Traxalla so successful proves. 
May he then say he hopes, as well as loves ; 
And that aspiring passion boldly own. 
Which gave my prince his fate, and you his throne ? 
I did not feel remorse to see his blood 
Flow from the spring of life into a flood ; 
Nor did it look like treason, since to me 
You were a sovereign much more great than he. 

Zevip. He was my brother, yet I scom'd to pay 
Nature's mean debts, but threw those bonds away ; 
When his own issue did my hopes remove, 
Not only from his empire, but his love. 
You, tlmt in all my wrongs^ then bore a part, 
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Now need not doubt a place within mj heart : 

I could not offer you my crown and bed. 

Till fame and envy with long time were dead ; 

But fortune does now happily present 

Occasions, fit to second my intent 

Your valour may regain the public love» 

And make the people's choice their queen's i^ 

Srove.—* [jSXm/L 

, what noise is this, that strikes my car! 
Trax. 'Tis not a sound that should beget a feat; 
Such shouts as these have I heard oflen fly 
From conquering armies, crown'd with victcwy. 
Zmp. Great God of vengeance, here I firmly 
vow, 
Make but my Mexicans successful now. 
And with a thousand feasts thy flames Til feed ; 
And that I take shall on the altars bleed ; 
Princes themselves shall fall, and make thy shrine, 
Dyed with their blood, in glorious blushes shine. 

Enter a Messenger. 

TVajT. How now ! 
What news is this that makes thy haste a flight? 

Mess. Such as brings victory without a fi^t 
The prince Acacis lives 

Xemp. Oh. I am blest ! 

M^ss. Reserve some joy till I have told tlie rest 
lle^i sati\ and onlv wants his libertv : 
Kut that gival nian« that carries victcwj 
AV hort'Vr Ih" goes ; that mighty man, by whom 
In thnv sot littles we were overcome; 
lU usetl iit $eeni$) by his ungnteful khig; 
IVh^ to our i^mp his &ite and vakmr bring. 
I'W tivx>p g^ute on hini« as Hf some bright star 
S>ki>l to their aiils; call him the god of war ; 
WhiUt hi\ as if all i\>nquest did of i^Kt 
Itelou^ ti) kiuk bidi^ them ptvpaie to %|ii; 
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Which if they should delav one hour, he swears 
He'll leave them to their' cfangers, or their fears. 
And shan^, which is the ignoble coward's dioice. 
At this the army seem'd to have one voiee. 
United in a shout, and called upon 
The god-like stranger, '^ Lead us, lead us on." 
Make haste, great sir» lest you should come too- 

late» 
To share with them in victory or &te. 

2iemp. My general, go ; the gods be aa our side F 
Let v^our act, but let discretion guide. 

[Eait Tkax. 
Great God of Vengeance ! 
I see thou dost begin to heSr me now : 
Make me thy offering, if I break my vow. [^Exeimt. 

ACTII. SCENE L 

Enter Inca and Obazia, aspuratted in a hat^. ■ 

Orax. O fly, sir, fly ; like torrents youa: swift foes 
Conie rolling on 

Inca. The gods can but destroy. 
The noblest way to fly is that death shows ; 
I'll court her now, since victory's grown coy. 

Orax. Death's wing'd to your pursuit, and yet 
you wait 
To meet her 

Incc^ Poor Orazia, time and fate 
Must once o'ertake me, though I now should fly. 

Ora%. Do not meet death ; but when it comes, 
then die. 

Enter iJiree Soldiers. 

r 

3 Sdd. Stand, sir, and yield yourself, and that 
fair prey. - 

Inca. You speak to one, unpractised to obey. 
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Enter Montezuma. 

Mmt. Hold, villains, hold, or your rude lives 
shall be 
Ijost in the midst of your own victory : 
These have I hunted for ; — ^nay, do not stare ; 
Be gone, and in the common plunder share. 

[Exeunt SokUeri. 
How different is my fate, from theirs, whose fame 
From conquest grows ! from conquest grows my 
sname. 
Inca. Why dost thou pause ? thou canst not pve 
me back. 
With fruitless grief, what I enjoy'd before ; 
No more than seas, repenting of a wreck. 
Can with a calm our buried wealth restore. 

MohL *TSvere vain to own repentance, since I 
know 
Thy scorn, which did my passions once despise, 
Once more would make my swelling anger flow, 
AV hich now ebbs lower than your miseries : 
The gods; that in my fortunes were unkind, 
iiave me not sceptres, nor sudi gilded things ; 
Kut« whilst I wanted crowns, enlarged my mind 
To despise sceptres and dispose of kings. 

IfiK^. Thou art but grown a rebel by success. 
And K tluit sconrd Orazia should be tied 
To tluv luv slave, must now esteem thee less: 
KolvUiozt is a greater guilt than pride. 

}l</ii. VtiUiX^ see orhers* &ults^ bat not their 

'Tw;jis you chjit brv^ke that bcnd^ and set me firee: 
Yet I ;itteiuf-tevl not to elimb yocur tfamee, 
AikI nu>ic u:vs4:If ; but level vou to me. 

(>fwa. V\ Monte^uujJL v.'ould thy love engage 
Tbtv :$itml ^> tittlie^ or oioke buok^ x^ ]em 
AboiU thy heart, that thy revenjee and nge. 
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Like sudden floods, so soon should overflow ? 
Ye gods, how much I was mistaken here ! 
I thought you gentle as the gall4ess dove ; 
Sut you as humoursome as winds appear. 
And subject to more passions than your love. 

Mont How have I been betray'd by guilty rage. 
Which, like a flame, rose to so vast a height. 
That nothing could resist, nor yet assuage. 
Till it wrapt all things in one cruel fate ! 
But I'll redeem myself, and act such things. 
That you shall blush Orazia was denied ; 
And yet make conquest, though with wearied wings. 
Take a new flight to your own fainting side. 

Ifica. Vain man, what foolish thoughts fill thy 
swell'd mind ! 
It is too late our ruin to recall ; 
Those, that have once great buildings undermined. 
Will prove too weak to prop them in their fall. 

Enter Traxalla, mth the former soldiers. 

1 Sold. See, mighty sir, where the bold stranger 
stands. 
Who snatch'd these glorious prisoners from our 

hands. 
Trax. 'Tis the great Inca ; seize him as my prey. 
To crown the triumphs of this glorious day. 
Mont. Stay your bold hands from reaching at 
what's mine. 
If any title springs from victory ; 
You safer may attempt to rob a shrine. 
And hope forgiveness from the deity. 

Enter Acacis. 

Trax. O, my dear prince, my joys to see you live 
Are more than all that victory can give. 

Aca. How are my best endeavours crost by fate ! 
Klse you had ne'er been lost, or found so lute. 
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Hurried by the wild fury of die fight. 
Far from your presence, and Orazia*s rif^t^ 
I could not all that care and duty shoir^ 
Which, as your captive, mighty prinee, I owe. 

Ifica. You often have preserved our lives this 
day. 
And one small debt with many bountiea pay. 
Ihit human actions hang on springs, that be 
Too small, or too remote, for us to see. 
My glories freely I to yours resign,. 
And am your prisoner now, that once were mine 

Mont. These prisoners, sir, are mine by right of 
war; 
And I'll maintain that right, if any dare^ 

^Vax. Yes, I would snatdi them from thy weak 
defence ; 
But that due reverence, which I owe my prino^ 
IVrmits me not to qnarrel in his sight; 
To him I shall refer his general's right. 

Mont I knew too well what justice I should find 
From an arm'd plaintiff, and a judge so kind* 

Aca. (Tnkindly urged, that I should use thee so; 
Thy virtue is my rival, not my foe; 
Die prist>ners fortune gave thee shall be thine. 

71nrrx* Would you so great a prize to him res^ ? 

Aciu Should he« who boldly for his prey design'd 
To dive the deepest under swdling tides^ 
Uavo the loss title if he chance to find 
The richest jewel that the ocean hides ? 

Thov arv his due 

« 

Hut in his virtue I rqpose that trust, 
^rh^t ho will bo as kind as I am just : 
Oisnuto not my commands, but go with haste, 
K^iy our men» they may pursue too fiat. 
And the disorder ot' the inviting pr^ . 
Mav turn again the iortune of llie day. 



T 

9V^ 
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M(mt. How gentle all this prince's actions be ! 
Virtue is calm in him, but rough in me. 

Aca. Can Montezuma place me in his breast ? 

Mont. My heart's not Wge enough for such a 
guest. 

Aca. See, Montezuma, see, Orazia weeps. 

[Oraz. weeps. 

Mont. Acacis ! — Is he deaf, or, waking, sleeps ? 
He does not hear me, sees me not, nor moves ; 
How firm his eyes are on Orazia fixt ! 
GhKbs, that take care of men, let not our loves 
Become divided by then* being mixt ! 

Aca. Weep not, fair princess, nor believe you are 
A prisoner, subject to the chance of war. 
Why should you waste the stock of those fair eyes. 
That firom mankind can take their liberties ? 
And you, great sir, think not a generous mind 
To virtuous princes dares appear imkind^ 
Because those princes are unfortunate. 
Since over all men hangs a doubtful fate : 
One gains by what another is bereft ; 
The frugal deities have only left 
A common bank of happiness below, 
Maintain'd, like nature, by an ebb and flow. 

[^Exetmt. 

SCENE 11. 

Zempoalla appears seatedupon a thrmieyjrawnhig 
upon her attendants i then comes down and speaks. 

Zemp. No more, you, that above your prince's 
dare proclaim. 
With your rebellious breath, a stranger^s name. 
1 Peru. Dread empres s 
Zemp. Slaves, perhaps you grieve to see 
Your young prince glorious, 'cause he sprang from 
me; 
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Had he been one of base. Amexia's brood. 
Your tongues, though silent now, had then been 
loud. — 

Enter Traxalia. 

Traxalla, welcome ; welcomer to me 
Than what thou bring'st, a crown and victory. 
l^rax. All I have done is nothing ; fluttering 
fame 
Now tells no news, but of the stranger's name. 
And his great deeds ; 'tis he, they cry, by whom 
Not men, but War itself, is overcome ; 
Who, bold with his success, dares think to have 
A prince to wear his chains, and be his slave. 
Zemp. What prince ? 

IVax. The great Peruvian Inca, that of late 
In three set battles was so fortunate. 
Till this strange man had power to turn the tide. 
And carry conquest into any side. 

Zetnp. Would you permit a{>rivate man to have 
The great Peruvian Inca for his slave ? 
Sliame to all princes ! was it not just now 
1 made a sacred, and a solemn vow. 
To ofler up (if blest with victory) 
The prisoners that were took ? and they shall die. 
Trajc. I soon had snatch'd firom this proud stran- 
ger's hand 
Tliat too great object for his bold demand ; 
Had not the prince, your son, to whom I owe 
A kind obtxlience, judged it should be so. 
iAtmp. ril hear no more; go quickly take my 
guard^is 
Aiul trom that man force those usurp'd rewards ; 
That prinw, ujx>n who^e ruins I must rise. 
Shall IH' the giHt$\ but more my sacrifice : 
Tho>\ \vith my ^avess in triumph shall be tied. 
While my devotion juj^titics my pride: 
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Those deities, in whom I place my trust, 

Shall see, when they are kind, that I am just. \^Exit 

Trax. How gladly I obey ! 
There's something shoots from my enlivened frame. 
Like a new soul, but yet without a name. 
Nor can I tell what the bold guest will prove ; 
It must be envy, or it must be love : 
Jjet it be either, 'tis the greatest bliss 
/For man to grant himself all he dares wish ; 
For he, that to himself himself denies. 
Proves meanly wretched, to be counted wise. 

\^Exit Traxai.la. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Montezuma and Acacis. 

Aca. You wrong me, my best friend, not to be- 
lieve. 
Your kindness gives me joy ; and when I grieve. 
Unwillingly my sorrows I obey ; 
Showers sometimes fall upon a shining day. 

Mont. Ijct me, then, share your griefs, that in 
your fate 
Would have took part. 

Aca. Why should you ask me thkt ? 
Those must be mine, though I have such excess ; 
Divided griefs increase, and not grow less. 

Mont. It does not lessen fate, nor satisfy 
The grave, *tis true, when friends together die ; 
And yet they are unwilling to divide. 

Aca. To such a friend nothing can be denied. 
You, when you hear my story, will forgive 
My grief, and rather wonder that I live ; 
Unhappy in my title to a throne, 
Since blood made way for my succession : 
Blood of an uncle too, a prince so free 
From being cruel, it taught cruelty. 
His queen Amexia then was big with child ; 
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Nor was he gentler than his queen was mild. 

Th' impatient people long'd for what diould come 

From such a father, bred in such a womb ; 

When false Traxalla, weary to obey. 

Took with his life their joys and hopes away. 

Amexia, by the assistance of the night. 

When this dark deed was acted, took her flight; 

Only with true Garucca for her aid : 

Since when, for all the searches that were made, 

The queen was never heard of more. Yet still 

This traitor lives, and prospers by the ill ; 

Nor does my' mother seem to reign alone. 

But with this monster shares the guilt and throne. 

Horror choaks up my words ; now you'll believe, 

'Tis just I should do nothiijg else but grieve. 

Mont. Excellent prince ! 
How great a proof of vhtue have you shown. 
To be concerned for griefs, though not your own ! 

Aca. Pray, say no more. 

Enter a Messenger hustUy. 

Mont. How now, whither so fest ? 

Mess. O sir, I come too slow with all my haste ! 
The fair Orazia 

Mont. Ha, what dost thou say ? 

Mess. Orazia with the Inca's forced away 
Out of your tent ; Traxalla, in the head 
Of the rude soldiers, forced the door, and led 
Those glorious captives, who on thrones once shined, 
To grace the triumph, that is now designed. [Exit 

Mont. Orazia forced away ! — what tempests roll 
About my thoughts, and toss my troubled soul ! 
Can there be gods to see, and suffer this ? 
Or does mankind make his own fate or bliss ; 
While every good and bad happens by chance. 

Not from their orders, but their ignorance ? 

But I will pull a ruin on them aU, 
And turn their triumph to a funeral. 
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Aca* Be temperate, friend. 

Mont. You may as well advise 
That I should have less love, as grow more wise. 

Aca. Yet stay — I did not think to have reveal'd 
A secret, which my heart has still conceal'd ; 
But, in this cause sin6e I must share with you, 
Tis fit you kno w I love Orazia too ; 
Delay not then, nor waste the time in words, 
Orazia's cause calls only for our swords. 

Mont. That ties my hand, and turns from the^ 
that rage 
Another way, thy blood should else assuage. 
The storm cm our proud foes shall higher rise. 
And, changing, gather blackness as it flies : 
So, when winds turn, the wandering waves obey. 
And all the tempests roll another way. 

Aca. Draw then a rival's sword, as I draw mine. 
And, like friends suddenly to part, let's join 

In this one act, to seek one destiny ; 

Rivals with honour may together die. [^Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE L 

Zempoall A appears seated upon her Slaves in tri- 
umph, and the IndianSf a>s to celebrate the victory, 
advance in a warlike dance ; in the midst of which 
triumph, AcACis and Mo^TEZVMAjitll in upon 
them. 

Zempoalla descends Jrom her triumplmnt throne, 
and AcACis and Montezuma are brought in 
before her. 

Zemp. Shame of my blood, and traitor to thy own ; 
Born to dishonour, not command a throne ! 
Hast thou, with envious eyes, my triumph seen ? 
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Or couldst not see thy mother in thy queen ? 
Couldst thou a stranger above me prefer ? 

Aca. It was my honour made my duty err ; 
I could not see his prisoners forced away. 
To whom I owed my life, and you the day. 

Zemp. Is thatyoungman the warrior so renown'd? 

Mont. Yes, he, that made thy men thrice quit 
their ground. 
Do, smile at Montezuma's chains ; but know. 
His valour gave thee power to use him so. 

Trax. Grant that it did, what can his merits be, 
That sought his vengeance, not our victory ? 
What has thy brutish fury gain'd us more. 
Than only heaPd the wounds, it gave before ? 
Die then, for, whilst thou liv'st, wars cannot cease ; 
Thou may*st bring victory, but never peace. 
Like a black storm thou roll'st above us all. 
Even to thyself unquiet, till thy fall. 

[Draws to kill him. 

Aca. Unthankful villain, hold ! 

Tra^. You must not give 
Him succour, sir. 

Aca. Why then, I must not live. 
Posterity shall ne*er report, they had 
Such thankless fathers, or a prince so bad. 

Zemp. You're both too bold to will or to deny : 
On me alone depends his destiny. — 
Tell me, audacious stranger, whence could rise 
The confidence of this rash enterprize ? 

Mont. First tell me, how you dared to force from 
me 
The fairest spoils of my own victory ? 

Ziemp. Kill him— hold, must he die ? — why, let 
him die ; — 
Whence should proceed this strange diversity 
In my resolves ? 

Does he command in chains ? What would he do, 
Proud slave, if he were free, and I were so ? 
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But is he bound, ye gods, or am I free ? 
*Tis love, 'tis love, that thus disorders me* 
How pride and love tear my divided soul ! 
For each too Harrow, yet both claim it whole : 
Liove, as the vounger, must be forced away. — 
Hence with the captives, general, and convey 
To several prisons that young man, and this 
Peruvian woman. 

Trax. How concem'd she is ! 
I must know more. 

Mont Fair princess, why should I 
Involve that sweetness in my destiny ? 
I could out-brave my death, were I alone 
To suffer, but my fate must pull yours on. 
My breast is arm'd against all sense of fear ; 
But where your image Ues, 'tis tender there. 

Inca. Forbear thy saucy love ; she cannot be 
3o low, but still she is too high for thee. 

Zemp. Be gone, and do as I command ; away 1 

Mont I ne'er was truly wretched till this day. 

Orax. Think half your sorrows on Orazia fall. 
And be not so unkind to suffer all : 
Patience, in cowards, is tame hopeless fear. 
But, in brave minds, a scorn of what they bear. 

[^Exeunt Inea, Montezuma, Orazia^ 
and Traxalla. 

Zemp. What grief is this which in your face ap- 
pears? 

Aca. The badge of sorrow, which my soul still 
wears. 

2^mp. Though thy late actions did my anger 
move. 
It cannot rob thee of a mother's love. 
Why shouldst thou grieve ? 
Grief seldom join'd with blooming youth is seen ; 
Can sorrow be where knowledge scarce has been ? 

VOL. II. p 
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Fortune does well for heedless youth provide 
But wisdom does unlucky age misguide ; 
Cares are the train of present power and state. 
But hope lives best that on himself does wait : 

happiest fortune if well understood. 
The certain prospect of a future good ! 

Aca. What joy can empire bring m^ when Iknow 
That all my greatness to your crimes I owe ? 

Zemp. Yours be the joy, be mine the punishmat 

Aea. In vain, alas, that wish to Heaven is srat 
For me, if fair Orazia must not live. 

Zemp. Why should you ask me what I cannot 
give? 
She must be sacrificed. Can I bestow 
What to the gods, by former vows, I owe ? 

Aca. O plead not vows; I wish you had not shown 
You slighted all things sacred for a throne. • 

Zemp. I love thee so, that, though fear follows still, 
And horror urges, all that have been ill, 

1 could for thee 

Act o'er my crimes again ; and not repent. 
Even when I bore the shame and punishment. 

Aca. Could you so many ill acts undertake. 
And not perform one good one for my sake ? 

Zemp. Prudence permits not pity should be shown 
To those, that raised the war to shake my throne. 

Aca. As you are wise, permit me to be just ; 
What prudence will not venture, honour must ; 
We owe our conquest to the stranger's sword, 
'Tis just his prisoners be to him restored. 
I love Orazia ; but a nobler way. 
Than for my love my honour to betray. 

Zemp. Honour is but an itch of youthful blood, 
Of doing acts; extravagantly good ; 
We call that virtue, which is only heat 
That reigns in youth, till age finds out the cheat 
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Aca. Great actions first did her affections move. 
And I, by greater, would regain her love. 

Zemp. Urge not a suit which I must still deny ; 
Orazia and her father both shall die : 
Begone, Pll hear no more, 

Aea. You stop your ears 

But though a mother will not. Heaven will hear ; 
Liike you I vow, when to the powers divine 
You pay her guiltless blood, I'll ofier mine. [Exit. 

Zemp. She dies, this happy rival, that enjoys 
The stranger's love, and all my hopes destroys. 
Had she triumphed, what could she more have done. 
Than robVd the mother, and enslaved the son ? 
Nor will 1, at the name of cruel, stay ; 
Let dull successive monarchs mildly sway ; 
Their conquering fathers did the laws forsake. 
And broke the old, ere they the new could make. 
I must pursue my love; yet love, enjoy'd, 

Will, with esteem, that caused it first, grow less ; 
But thirst and hunger fear not to be cloy'd. 

And when they be, are cured by their excess. 

Enter Traxalia, 

T^ax. Now I shall see, what thoughts her heart 
conceals ; 
For that, which wisdom covers, love reveals. [Aside. 
Madam, the prisoners are disposed. 

Zemp. They are ? 
And how fares our young blustering man of war ? 
I>oes he support his chains with patience yet ? 

Trax. He, and the princess, madam 

Zemp. Are they met ? 

T^ax. No : but from whence is all this passion 
grown? 

Zemp. Twas a mistake. 

TVax. I find this rash unknown 
Is dancerous ; and, if not timely slain. 
May plunge your empire in new wars again. 
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• 

Zemp. Thank ye ; I shall consider. 

Traa;. Is that all ? 
The army doat on him, already call 
Yon cruel; and, for aught I know, they may 
By force unchain, and crown him in a day. 

Zemp. You say, I have already had their curse 
For his bad usage ; should I use him worse ? 

Trctx. Yet once you feared his reputation might 
Obscure the prince's in the people's sight. 

Zemp. Time will inform us best what course to 
steer, 
But let us not our sacred vows defer r 
The Inca and his daughter both shall die. 

Trax. He suffers justly for the war ; but why 
Should she share his sad fate ? A poor pretence, 
That birth should make a crime of innocence. 

Zemp. Yet we destroy the poisonous viper's young, 
Not for themselves, but those from whom they 
sprung. 

Trax. O no, they die not for their parents'* sake, 
But for the poisonous seed which they partake. 
Once more behold her, and then let her die. 
If in that face or person you can see 
But any place to fix a cruelty. 
The heavens have clouds, and spots are in the moon; 
But faultless beauty shines in her alone. 

Zemp. Beauty has wrought compassion in your 
mind ! 

Trax. And you to valour are become as kind. 
To former services there's something due. 
Yet be advised 

Zemp. Yes, by myself, not you. 

Tra^. Princes are sacred. 

Zemp. True, whilst they are free ; 
But power once lost, farewell their sanctity. 
'Tis power, to which the gods their worship owe, 
Which, uncontroul'd, makes all things just below. 



4 
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Thou dost the plea of saucy rebels use; . 
They will be judge of what their prince Must chuse. 
Hard fate of monarchs, not allow'd to know 
When safe, but as their subjects tell them so. 
Then princes but like public pageants move. 
And seem to sway, because they sit abovi?. \_jExit. 
Trax. She loves him ; in one moment this new 
guest 
Has drove me out from this false woman's breast ; 
They, that would fetter love with constancy. 
Make bonds to chain themselves, but leave him free. 
With what impatience I her falsehood bear ! 
Yet do myself that, which I blame in her ; 
But interest in my own cause makes me see 
That act unjust in her, but just in me. [Exit 

SCENE II. 

IsMEHON asleep. — Enter Zempoalla. 

Zemp. Ho, Ismeron ! Ismeron ! — 
He stirs not ; — ha, in such a dismal cell 
Can gentle sleep with his soft blessings dwell ? 
Must I feel tortures in a human breast. 
While beast and monsters can enjoy their rest ? ; 
What quiet they possess in sleep's calm bliss 1 
The lions cease to roar, the snakes to hiss. 
While I am kept awake. 
Only to entertain my miseries. 
Or if a slumber steal upon my eyes. 
Some horrid dream my labouring soul benumbs. 
And brings fate to me sooner than it comes. 
Fears most oppress when sleep has seiz'd upon 
The outward parts, and lefl the soul alone. 
What envied blessings these cursed things ^njoy ! 
Next to. possess, 'tis pleasure to destroy. — 
Ismeron ! ho, Ismeron, Ismeron ! [Stamps. 
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l9m. Who's that, that with so loud and fierce a 
call ■ 1 . . " 

Disturbs my rest ? 

Zevip. She, that has none at all. 
Nor ever must, unless thy powerful art 
Can charm the passions of a troubled heart. 

Irni. How can you have a discontented mind, 
To whom the gods have lately been so kind ? 

Zemp. Their envious kindness how can I enjoy, 
When they give blessings, and the use destroy ? 

Ism. Dread empress, tell the cause of all your 
grief; 
If art can help, be sure of quick relief. 

2^emp. I dream'd, before the altar that I led 
A rnignty lion in a twisted thread ; 
I shook to hold him in so slight a tie. 
Yet had not power to seek a remedy ; 
When, in the midst of all my fears, a dove. 
With hovering wings, descended from above. 
Flew to the lion, ana embraces spread. 
With wings, like clasping arms, about his head. 
Making that murmuring noise that cooing doves 
Use, in the soft expression of their loves ; 
While I, fix*d by my wonder, gazed to see 
So mild a creature with so fierce agree : 
At last the gentle dove turn'd from his head. 
And, pecking, tried to break the slender thread. 
Which instantly she severed, and released 
From that small bond the fierce and mighty beast. 
Who presently turn'd all his rage on me, 
And, with his freedom, brought my destiny. 

Ism. Dread empress, this strange vision you re- 
late 
Is big with wonder, and too full of fate. 
Without the god's assistance, to expound. 
In those low regions, where sad night hangs round 
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The drowsy vaults, and where moist vapours steep 
The god's dull brows, that sways tiie realm of sleep ; 
There all the informing elements repair. 
Swift messengers of Water, Fire, and Air, 
To give account o£ actions, whence they came, 
And how they govern every mortal frame ; 
How, from their various mixture, or their strife. 
Are known the calms and tempests of our life ; 
Thence souls, when sleep their bodies overcome. 
Have some imperfect knowledge of their doom. 
From those dark caves those powers shall strait ap- 
pear; 
Be not afraid, whatever shapes they wear. 

Z^emp. There's nothing^thou canst raise, can make 
me start ; 
A living form can only shake my heart. 

Ism. You twice ten hundred Deities, 
To whom we daily sacrifice ; 
You Powers, that dwell withjate below. 
And see what men are doomed to do; 
Where elements in discord dwell; 
Thou God of Sleep, arise and tell 
Great ZempoaUa what strange Jhte 
Must on her dismal vision wait ! 

Zemp. How slow these spirits are ! Call, make 
them rise, 
Or they shall fast from flame and sacrifice. 

Ism. Great empress. 
Let not your rage ofiend what we adore. 
And vainly threaten, when we must implore. 

Sit silently, and attend 

While my powerful charms I end. 

By the croaking of the toad. 
In their caves that make abode ; 
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Earthy dun that pants Jar breath. 

With her sweWd stdesjtM of death ; 

By the crested adders pride^ 

That alcvg the clifts do gUde ; 

By thy visage ^rce and black ; 

By the death^s-head on thy back ; 

By the ttoisted serpents placed 

For a girdle round thy waist i 

By tlie hearts of gold that deck 

Thy breast^ thy shoulders^ and thy neck : 

From thy sleepy mansion rise^ 

And open thy untvilling eyes. 

While bubbling springs their music keep^ 

That use to IvU thee in thy sleep. 

God ofHreams nses^ 

Crod. Seek not to know what must not be re- 
veal'd ; 
Joys only flow where fate is most conceal'd : 
Too busy man would find his sorrows more. 
If fiitiu^ fortunes he should know before ; 
For, by that knowledge of his destiny. 
He would not live at all, but always die. 
Enquire not, then, who shall from bonds be freed, 
Who 'tis shall wear a crown, and who shall bleed : 
All must submit to their appointed doom ; 
Fate and misfortune will too quickly come : 
Let me no more with powerful charms be press'd ; 
I am forbid by fate to tell the rest. 

[^The God descends. 

Zemp. Stay, cozener ! thou, that haf st clear truth 
like light. 
And usest words dark as thy own dull night ! — 
You tyrant gods, do you refuse to free 
The soul, you gave, from its perplexity ? 
Why should we in your mercies, still believe. 
When you can never pity, though we grieve ? 
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For you have bound yourselves by harsh decrees ; 
And those, not you, are now the deities. 

[Sits down sad. 
Ism. She droops under the weight of rage and 
care : 
You spirits, that inhabit in the air^ 
With all your powerful charms of music, try 
To bring her soul back to its harmony. 

SONG SUNG BY AERIAL SPIRITS. 

Poor mortals^ that are clogged with, earth helow^ 
Sink under love and care. 
While we^ that dwell in air^ 
Such heavy passions nemr know. 
Why then should mortals he 
Unwilling to he free 
From hhody that sullen cloudy 
Which shining souls does shr&ud ? 
Then the'ifll shew hright. 
And like us light. 
When leaving hodies with their care^ 
They slide to us and air. 

Zemp. Death on these trifles \ Cannot your art 
find 
Some means, to ease the passions of the mind ? 
Or, if you cannot give a lover rest. 
Can you force love into a scornful breast ? 

Ism. 'Tis reason only can make passions less ; 
Art gives not new, but may the old increase ; 
Nor can it alter love in any breast. 
That is with olher flames before possest. 

Zemp. If this be all your slighted arts can do, 
rU kindle other flames, since I must burn. 
And all their temples into ashes turn. 

Jsm. Great queen— 



S84 THE INDIAN QUEEN. ACT IT. 

jSemp. If you would have this sentence staid» 
Summon their godheads quickly to your aid,. 
And presently compose a charm, that may 
Love's flames into the stranger's breast convey. 
The captive stranger, he whose sword and eyes 
Where'er they stnke, meet ready victories : 
Make him but bum for me, in dames like mine, 
Victims shall bleed, and feasted altars shine : 

If not 

Down go your temples, and your ^ods shall see 
They have small use of their divinity. IJExeunt. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — The scene opens ^ and discovers Mon- 
tezuma sleeping in prison. 

Enter Traxalla, leading in Orazia. 

Traar. Now take your choice, and bid him live 
or die ; 
To both shew pity, or shew cruelty ; 
'Tis you that must condemn, I'll only act ; 
Your sentence is more cruel than my fact. 

Oraz. You are most cruel, to disturb a mind. 
Which to approaching fate was so resigned. 

Trax. Reward my passion, and you'll quickly 
prove 
There's none dare sacrifice what I dare love. — 
Next to thee, stranger ; wake, and now resign 
The bold pretences of thy love to mine. 

Or in this fatal minute thou shalt find 

Mont. Death, fool ; in that thou may'st be just 
and kind ; 
'Twas I that loved Orazia, yet did raise 
The storm, in which she sinks.— Why dost thou gaze, 

9 
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Or stay thy hand from giving that just stroke^ 
Which, rather than prevent, I would provok^^ 
When I am dead, Orazia may forgive ; 
She never must, if I dare wish to live. 

Ora». Hold, hold — ^O Montezuma, can you be 
So careless of yourself, but more of me ? 
Though you have brought me to this misery, 
I blush to say I cannot see you die. 

Mont. Can my approaching fate such pity move ? 
The gods and you at once forgive and love. 

Traa. Fond fool, thus to mis-spend that little 
breath 
I lent thee to prevent, not hasten, death ; 
Let her thank you she was unfortunate. 
And you thank her for pulling on your fate ; 
Prove to each other your own destinies. \_I)raws. 

Enter Zempoalla hastily, and sets a dagger to 

Orazia's breast. 

Zemp. Hold, hold, Traxalla, or Orazia dies. — 
O, is't Orazia's name that makes vou stay ? 
'Tis her great power, not mine, that you obey. 
Inhuman wretch, dar'st thou the murder be 
Of him, that is not yet condemned by me ? 

Tra^x. The wretch, that gave you all the power 
you have. 
May venture sure to execute a slave ; 
And quench a flame your fondness would have bum. 
Which may this city into ashes turn. 
The nation in your guilty passion lost ; 
To me ungrateful, to your country most : 
But this shall be their offering, I their priest. 

Zemp. The wounds, thou givest, I'll copy on her 
breast : 
Strike, and I'll open here a spring of blood. 
Shall add new rivers to the crimson flood.— 



236 THE INDIAN QUEEN. ACT IV. 

• -^ 

How his pale looks are fix'd on her ! — -Tiis so.— 
Oh, does amazement on your spirits grow ? - 
What, is your public love Orazia's grown ? 
Could'st thou see mine, and yet not hide thy own ? 
Suppose I should strike first, would it not breed 
Grief in your public heart to see her bleed ? 

Trax. She mocksmy passion; inhersparklingeyes 
Death, and a close dissembled furj' lies ; 
I dare not trust her thus. [^*/efe.]— If she must die. 
The way to her loved life through mine shall lie. 
\^Heputs her hy^ and steps before Ohazia ; and 
she runs before Montezuma. 

Zenip. And he, that does this stranger's fate de- 
sign, 
Must, to his heart, a passage force through mine. 

Trax. Can fair Orazia yet no pity have ? 
'Tis just she should her own preserver save. 

Zemp. Can Montezuma so ungrateful prove 
To her, that gave him life, and offers love ? 

Ora%. Can Montezuma live, and live to be 
Just to another, and unjust to me ? 
You need not be ungrateful ; can she give 
A life to you, if you refuse to live ? — 
Forgive my passion ; I had rather see 
You dead, than kind to any thing but me. 

Mont O, my Orazia ! 
To what new joys and knowledge am I brought ! 
Are death's hard lessons by a woman taught ? 
How to despise my fate I always knew ; 
But ne'er durst think, at once, of death and you : 
Yet since you teach this generous jealousy, 
I dare not wish your life, if I must die. 
How much your love my courage does exceed ! 
Courage alone would shrink to s^e you bleed ! 

Zemp. Ungrateful stranger! thou shalt please thy 
eyes. 
And gaze upon Orazia while she dies !— 
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I'll keep my vow ! — It is some joy to see. 
That my revenge will prove my piety. 

Trax. Then both shall die ! — We have too long 
withstood, 
By private passions urged, the public good. 

Zemp. Sur^ he dissembles; and, perhaps, tnay 
prove 
My ruin, with his new ambitious love. 
Were but this stranger kind, I'd cross his art. 
And give my empire, where I gave my heart. — 

[Aside. 
.Yet, thou ungrateful man. 
Let thy approaching ruin make thee wise. 

Mont Thee, and thy love, and mischief, I despise ! 
■2jemp. What shall I do ? Some way must yet be 
tried ;-r— 
What reason can she use whom passions guide ! 

[Aside. 

Trax. Some black designs are hatching now.— 

False eyes 

Are quick to see another's treacheries. [Aside. 

Zemp. Hash stranger, thus to pull down thy own 

fate ! , 
Mont You, and that life you offer me, I hate. 

Enter Jailor. 

2jemp. Here, jailor, take What title must he 

have ? 
Slave, slave ! — Am I then captive to a slave ? — 
Why art thou thus unwilling to be free ? 

Mont Death will release me from these chains, 

and thee. 
Zemp. Here, jailor, take this monster from my 
sight, 
And keep lum where it may be always night. 
Let none come near him ; if thou dost, expect 
To pay thy life, the price of the neglect. 
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Mont I scorn thy pity, and thy cruelty ; 
And should despise a blessing sent from thee. 

Zemp. O, horror to my som ! take him away J— 
My rage, like damm'd-up streams, swell'd by some 

stay. 
Shall, from this opposition, get new foice. 
And leave the bound of its old easy course.— » 
Come, my Traxalla, let us both forgive. 
And in these wretches' fates begin to livew 
The altars shall be crown'd with funeral bougb^ 

Peace-offerings paid, but with unquiet vows. 

lEa^eunt Zemp. and Trax. 

Oraz. How are things order'd, that the wid^ed 
should 
Appear more kind and gentle than the good ? 
Her passion seems to make her kinder prove. 
And I seem cruel through excess of love. 
She loves, and would prevent his death ; but I, 
That love him better, fear he should not die. 
My jealousy, immortal as my love. 
Would rob my grave below, and me above. 
Of rest.- Y e gods, if I repine, forgive ! 
You neither let me die in peace, nor live. 

Enter Acacis, Jailor, and Indian. 

Jail. They are just gone, sir. 

Aca. 'Tis well. Be faithful to my just design. 
And all thy prince's fortune shall be thine. 

lExit Acacis. 

Ind. This shall to the empress. ^Exit Indian. 

Oraz. What can this mean ! 

'Twas Prince Acacis, if I durst believe 
My sight ; but sorrow may like joy deceive. 
Each object different from itself appears. 
That comes not to the eyes, but through their tears. 
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Enter Acacis, bringing in Montezuma. 

Ha ! 

Aca. Here, sir, wear this again ; — [Gives a sword. 
Now follow me. 

Mont. So, very good ; 

I dare not think, for I may guess amiss ; 
None can deceive me while I trust in this. : 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IL 

Enter Orazia, conducted hy two Indians with their 
' swords drawn ; Montezuma, Acacis whisper- 
ing another Indian. 

Aca. Think what a weight upon thy faith I lay. 

Ind. I ne'er did more unwillingly obey. 
^ Aca. First, Montezuma, take thy liberty ; 
Thou gavest me freedom, here I set thee free ; 
We're equal now. — Madam, the danger's great 
Of close pursuit ; to favour your retreat. 
Permit we two a little while remain 
Behind, while you go softly o'er the plain. 

Ora%. Why should I go before ? — What's your 
intent ? 
Where is my father ? Whither am I sent ? 

Aca. Your doubts shall soon be clear'd.— Con- 
duct her on. — ' [Exit Orazia. 
So Montezuma, we are now alone. 
That which my honour owed thee I have paid ; 
As honour was, so love must be obey'd. 
I set Orazia, as my captive, free ; 
But, as jny mistress, ask her back from thee. 

Mont. Thou hast perform'd what honour bid 
thee do : 
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But friendship bars what honour prompts me to,<~ 
Friends should not fight. 

Aca. If friendship we profess, 
Let us secure each others happiness ; 
One needs must die, and he shall happy prove 
In her remembrance, t'other in her love. ' 
My guards wait near ; and, if I fall, they must 
Give up Orazia, or betray their trust. 

Mont Suppose thou conquer'st, would'st thou 
wander o'er 
The south-sea sands, or the rough northern shore. 
That parts thy spacious kingdom from Peru, 
And, leaving empire, hopeless love pursue ? 

Aca. By which of all my actions could you guess. 
Though more your merit, that my love was less ? 
What prize can empire with Orazia bear ? 
Or, where love fills the breast, what room for fear ? 

Mont Let fair Orazia then the sentence give. 
Else he may die whom she desires to live. 

Aca. Your greater merits bribe her to your side ; 
My weaker title must by arms be tried. 

Mont Oh, tyrant love ! how cruel are thy laws ! 
I forfeit friendship, or betray thy cause ; 
That person, whom I would defend from all 
The world, that person by my hand must fall. 

Aca. Our lives we to each others friendship owe ; 
But love calls back what friendship did bestow. 
Love has its cruelties, but friendship none ; 
And we now fight in quarrels not our own. [^F^ht 

Enter Orazia. 
Ora%. What noise is this ?• 



Hold, hold ! what cause could be so great, to move 
This furious hatred ? — 

Mont 'Twas our furious love. — 

Aca. Love, which I hid till I had set you free, 
And bought your pardon with your liberty. 
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That done, I thought, I less unjustly might 
With Montezuma, for Orazia, fight ; 
He has prevailed, and I must now confess 
His fortune greater, not my passion less ; 
Yet cannot yield you, till his sword remove 
A djdng rival, that holds fast his love. 1 

Orax. Whoever falls, *tis my protector still. 
And then the crime's as great, to die as kill. — 
Acads, do not hopeless love pursue ; 
But live, and this sofl malady subdue. 

Aca. You bid me live, and yet command me die ! 
I am not worth your care ;-Fly, madam, fly ! 
(While I fall here unpitied) o'er this plain. 
Free from pursuit, the faithless mountains gain ; 
And these I charge. 

As they would have me think their friendship true, 
XiCave me alone, to serve, and follow you. 
Make haste, fair princess, to avoid that fate. 
Which does for your unhappy father wait. 

Ora%. Is he then left die, and shall he see 
Himself forsaken, ere his death, by me ? 

Mont. What would you do ? 

Ora%. To prison Til return. 
And there, in fetters, with my father mourn. 

Mont That saves not his, but throws your life 
away. 

Ora%. Duty shall give what nature once must 
pay. 

Aca. Life is the gift, which heaven and parents 
give. 
And duty best preserves it, if you live. 

Ora%. I should but further from my fountain fly. 
And; like an unfed stream, run on and die. 
Urge me no more, and do not grieve to see 
Your honour rivall'd by my piety. 

l^She goes softly qff\ and often looks back. 

VOL. II. Q 
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Mont If honour would noty shame would lead 
the way ; 
ril back with her. 

Jlca. Stay^ Montezuma, stay !— - 
Thy rival cannot let thee go alcme. 
My love will bear me, though my blood is gone. 

lAs Oejf aregmng ^, 

Enter Zemfgaula, Traxalla, the Indian Mo/ 
went to tell her, and the rest, and seize them. 

Zemp. Seize them ! 

Aca. Oh, Montezuma, thou art lost. 

Mont. No more, proud hearty thy useless counige 
boast!— 
Courage, thou curse of the unfortunate ! 
That canst encounter, not resist, ill fate. 

2jemp. Acacis bleeds ! — 
What barbarous hand has wounded thus my son ? 

Mont. *Twas I; by my unhappy sword 'twas 
done. — 
Thou bleed'st, poor prince, and I am left to grieve 
My rival's fall. 

Trax. He bleeds, but yet may live. 

Aca. Friendship and love my failing strength 
renew ; 
I dare not die, when I should live for you ; 
My death were now my crime, as it would be 
My guilt to live when I have set you free : 
Thus I must still remain unfortunate. 
Your life and death are equally my fete^ 

Orazia comes hack. 

Ora%. A noise again !r— alas, what do I see ! 
Love, thou didst once give place to piety : 
Now, piety, let love triumph awhile ; — 
Here, bind my hands : Come, Montezuma, smile 
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At fortune ; since thou suffer'st for my sake, 
Orazia will her captive's chains partake. 

Mont Now, fate, thy worst. 

Zemp. Lead to the temple straight, 
A priest an4 altar for these lovers W£^t ; 
They s^aU t^e join'd, they shall. 

Traoa. And I will prove 
Those joys in vengeance, which I want in love. 

Aca. ril quench your thirst with blood, and will 
destroy 
Myself, and, with myself, your cruel joy.— 
Now, Mopit^uma, since Orazia dies, 
rU ML befcHre thee, the first sacrifice ; 
My titiie in her death shall exceed thine. 
As much as,. in h^ life, thy hopes did mine: 
And when witib our mix'd blood the altar's dyed. 
Then our new title let the gods dedde. 

lE:feunt. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 



^The Scene opens^ and discovers the Temple ((f the 
Sun, aU of gold, and four Priests, in habits of 
^hife and red feathers, attending by a bloody oL 
tar, as ready for sacrifice. 

Then enter the Guards, Zempoalla, and Tbax- 
ALLA ; Inca, Oaazia, and Montezuma, bound. 
As soon as they are placed, the Priest sings. 

SONG. 

You to whcym victory we owe, 
Whose glories rise 
By sacrifice. 
And from our fates below ; 
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Never did your altars shine 
Feasted with blood so near divine; 
Princes to whom we how. 
As they to you : — 
ITius you can ravish from a ihronef 
And, by their loss of power, declare your own. 

Zemp. Now to inflict those punishments, that are 
Due to the authors of invasive war ; 
Who, to deceive the oppressed world, like you. 
Invent false quarrels to conceal the true. 

Inca. My quarrel was the same, that all the gods 
Must have to thee, if there be any odds 
Betwixt those titles that are bad or good. 
To crowns descended, or usurped by blood : — 
Swell not with this success ; 'twas not to thee. 
But to this man, the gods gave victory. 

Mont. Since I must perish by my own success. 
Think my misfortunes more, my crimes the less ; 
And so, forgiving, make me pleased to die. 
Thus punished for this guilty victory. 

Inca. Death can make virtue easy ; I forgive: 
That word would prove too hard, were I to live ; 
The honour of a prince would then deny. 
But in the grave all our distinctions die. 

M(mt. Forgive me one thing yet ; to §ay, I love. 
Let it no more your scorn and anger move ; 
Since, dying in one flame, my ashes must 
Etaibrace and mingle with Orazia's dust. 

Inca. Name thy bold love no more, lestT;hat last 
breath, 
Which should forgive, I stifle with my death. 

Ora%. Oh, my dear father ! Oh, why may not I, 
Since you gave life to me, for you now die ? 

Mont. "Tis I, that wrought this misdiief, ought 
to fall 
A just and willing sacrifice for all. 

7 
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Now, Zempoalla, be both just and kind, 
And, in ray fate, let me thy mercy find ; 
Be grateful, then, and grant me that esteem. 
That as alive, so dead, I may redeem. 

Oraz. O, do not for her cruel mercy move; 
None should ask pity but from those they love. 

[ Weeps. 

Inca. Fond girl ! to let thy disobedient eyes 
Shew a concern for him, whom I despise. 

Ora%. How love and nature may divide a breast. 
At once by both their powers severely prest! 
Yet, sir, since love seems less, you may forgive ; 
I would not have you die, nor have him live ; 
Yet if he dies, alas ! what shall I do ? 
I cannot die with him, and live with you. 

Mont. How vainly we pursue this generous strife. 
Parting in death more cruel than in life ! — 
Weep not, we both shall have one destiny ; 
As in one flame we lived, in one we'll die. 

Trax. Why do we waste in vain these precious 
hours ? 
Each minute of his life may hazard ours ; 
The nation does not live whilst he enjoys 
His life, it is his safety that destroys. 
He shall fall first, and teach the rest to die. 

Zemp. Hold ! — 
Who IS it that commands ; — ^ha ! you, or I ? — 
Your zeal grows saucy ! — sure, you may allow 
Your empress fi'eedom first to pay her vow. 

Trax. She may allow — a justice to be done 
By him, that raised his empress to her throne. 

Zemp. You are too bold, 

Trax. And you too passionate. 

Zemp. Take heed, with his, you urge not your 
own fate. — 
For all this pity is now due to me. 

Mont. I hate thy ofiefd mercy more than thee. 



246 THE INDIAN QU^EN. ACT Y. 

Trax. Why will not then the fidr Qrazia give 
Life to herself, and let Traxalla live ? 

Mont Orazia will not live, and let me die ; 
She taught me first this crael jealbusy. 

Cfretz. I joy that you have leani'd it l-^- 
That flame not like immortal love appears. 
Where death can cool its warmth, or Kill its fears. 

2Semp. What shall I do ? am I so quite forlorn. 
No help fh)m my own pride, nor fh)m his seom ! 
My rivaVs death mav more effectual ptove ; 
He, that is robb'd of hope, may cease to love :— 
Here, lead these offerings to their deaths. 

Irax. Let none 
Obey but he, that will pull on his own ! 

Zemp. Tempt me not thus ; faise and ttngrateM 
too! 

Trax. Just as ungrateful, and as false, as you. 

Zen^. *Tis thy false love that fears her de^&ij. 

Trax. And your false love that fears to fcave him 
die. 

2kmp. Seize the bold traitor I 

Trdx. What a slight frown 
Troubles your brow ! fear'd nor obeyed by none ; 
Come, prepare for sacrifice. 

Enter Acacis, weakly. 

Aca. Hold, hold ! such sacrifices cannot be 
Devotions, but a solemn cruelty : 
How can the gods delight in human blood ? 
Think them not cruel, if you think them good. 
In vain we ask that mercy, which fhey want. 
And hope that pity, which they hate to grant. 

Zemp. Retire, Acacis ; 
Preserve thyself, for 'tis in vain to waste 
Thy breath for them : The fatal vow is past. 

Aca. To break that vow is juster than comteit 
A gi^ter crime, by your preserving it. 



SCSNfi I. THE INDIAN QUEEN. 247 

Zemp. The gods themselves their own will best 
express 
To like the vow, by giving the success. 

j4ca. If all things by success are understood. 
Men, tJiat make war, grow widced to be good ; 
But did you vow, those that were overcome. 
And he that conquered, both, should share one 

docwn? 
There's do excuse ; ftwr one of these must be 
Not your devotion, but your cruelty. 

Trdx. To Jhat rash stranger, sir, we nothing owe ; 
What he bad raised, he strove to overthrow ; 
That duty lost, which should our actions guide. 
Courage proves guilt, when merits swell to pride. 

Aca. Darest thou, who didst thy prince's life 
betray, 
Once name that duty, thou hast thrown away ? 
Like thy injustice to this stranger shown. 
To. tax him with a guilt, that is thy own ?-— 
Can yoii, brave soldiers, suffer him to die. 
That gave you life, in giving victory ? ^ 
Look but upon this stranger, see those hands. 
That brought you freedom, fetter'd up in bands. 
Not one looks up^ 

Liest sudden pity should their hearts surprise. 
And steal into their bosoms through their eyes. 

Zemp. Why thus, in vain, are my weak spirits 
prest ? 
Restore thyself to thy more needful rest. 

Aca. And leave Orazia ! — 

2!emp. Gk), you must resign : 
For she must be the gods' ; not yours, nor mine. 

Aca. You are my mother, and my tongue is tied 
So much by duty, that 1 dare not chide.— - 
Divine Orazia ! 

Can you have so much mercy to forgive ^ 
I do not ask it with design to live, 
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But in my death to hare my torments cease ; 
Death is not death, when it can bring no peace. 

Oraz. I both forgive, and pity ; * 

Aca. O, say no more, lest words less kind destroy 
What these have raised in me of peace and joy ! 
You said, you did both pity and forgive ; 
You would do neither, should Acacis live- 
By death alone the certain way appears. 
Thus to hope mercy, and deserve your tears. 

[^Stabs himself. 

Zemp. O, my Acacis ! 
What cruel cause could urge this fatal deed ? — 

{Weeps. 
He faints ! — help, help ! some help ! or he will bl^ 
His life, and mine, away ! — 
Some water there ! — Not one stirs from his place ! 
I*D use my tears to sprinkle on his face. 

Aca. Orazia, — 

Zemp. Fond child ! why dost thou call upon her 
name? 
I am thy mother. 

Aca. No, you are my shame. 
That blood is shed that you had title in^ 
And with your title may it end your sin \ — 
Unhappy prince, you may forgive me now. 
Thus bleeding for my mother's cruel vow. 

Inca. Be not concem'd for me; 
Death's easier than the dianges I have seen. 
I would not live to trust the world again. 

Mont. Into my eyes sorrow begins to creep;. 
When hands are tied, it is no shame tb weep. 

Aca. Dear Montezuma, 
I may be still your friend, though I must die 
Your rival in her love. Eternity 
Has room enough for both ; there's no 4esi»^ 
Where to enjoy is onty to admire. 
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There we'll meet friends, when this short storm is 
past. 

Mont Why must I tamely wait to perish last ? 

Aca. Orazia weeps, and my parch'd soul appears 
Re&esh'd by that kind shower of pitying tears ; 
Forgive those faults my passion did commit, 
'Tis punish'd with the life that nourish'd it : 
I had no power in this extremity 
To save your life, and less to see you die. 
My eyes would ever on this object stay. 
But sinking nature takes the props away.. 
Kind death. 

To end with pleasures all my miseries. 
Shuts up your image in my clossing eyes. [Dies, 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. To arms, to arms ! 
Trcix. From whence this sudden fear ? 
Mess. Stand to your guard, my lord, the danger^s 
near: 
From every quarter crowds of people meet. 
And, leaving houses empty, fill the street. 

[EaAt Mess. 
Trax. Fond queen, thy fruitless tears a while 
defer ; 
Rise, we must join again — ^Not speak, nor stir ! 
I hear the people's voice like winds that roar. 
When they pursue the flying waves to shore. 

Enter Second Messenger. 

2 Mess. Prepare to fight, my lo^d ; the banished 
queen. 
With old Garucca, in the streets are seen. 

Tra>x. We must go meet them or it be too late ; 
Yet, madam, rise ; have you no sense of fate ? 
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Enter third Messenger. 

3 Mess. King Montezuma their lotid shouts pro- 
daim^ 
The city rings with their new sovereign's name ; 
The banish'd qaeefd declares he is ker ^son^ 
And to his suoeoiir all t^e people mm 

[Zempoaixa rweir. 
Zemp. Can this be true ? O love ! O fate ! have I 
Thus doated on my mortal enemy ? 

Trax. To my new prince I thus my homage pay ; 
Your reign is short, young kin g 

Zemp. TraxaUa, stay 

'Tis to my :hand that he tmist owe his fate» 
I wiD revenge at once my love and hate. 

[She sets a dagger to MoI^^tezuma's hreaM, 
Trax. Strike, strike, the conquering ei^my is near. 
My guards are pass'd, while you d^in me here. 
Zemp. Die then, ungreatefol, die ; Adoiexia^ son 
Shall never triumph on Acacis' throne. 
Thy death must my unhappy flames remove : 
Now where is thy defence^-^against mfy love. ? 
[She cuts the cords ^ and gives him the dagger. 
Trax. Am I Jbetray*d ? 

\IIe draws and thrusts at Mokt£zuma ; h 
pats it hy and hiUs him. 
Mont. So may all rebels die ; 
This end has treason join'd with ca'ueky, 
Zemp. Live thou whom I must love, and yet 
must hate ; 
She gave thee Ufe, who knows it bi^ngs h^ i^. 
Mont. Life is a trifle which I would not take. 
But for Orazia's and her father's sake* 
Now, Inca, hate me, if thou canst ; tof he. 
Whom thou hast scorn'd, will die, or rescue thee. 
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As he goes to attack the guards with Tbaxall a's 
sword, enter Amexia, Garucca, JndianSf dri- 
ving some of the other party before them. 

Oar. He lives ; ye gods, he lives ! great queen, 
see here 
Your coming joys, and your departing fear. 

Amex. Wonder and joy so fast together flow. 
Their haste to pass has made their passage slow ; 
Like struggling waters in a vessel pent. 
Whose crowding drops choak up the narrow vent. 
My son ! [She embraces him. 

Mont. I am amazed ! it ^cannot be 
That fate has sucfc ft joy in store for me. 

Amex. Can I hot gain belief that this is true ? 
M&nt. It is my fortune I inspect, not you. 
Crar. First ask him if he old Garucca know. 
M(mt My h<»iour*d father ! let me fall thus l6W. 
Gar. Forbear, great prince ; *tis I vamt pa,y to 
you 
That adoFstidf), as toy sovelreign's due ; 
For^ from my humble race you did not ^spring ; 
You are the issue of our murder'd king. 
Sent by that traitor to his blest abode, 
Whdrii, to be made a king, he made a god. , 
The story is too full of fate to tell. 
Or what strange fortune our lost queen befel. 

Afnex. That sad relation longer time will crave ; 
I lived obscure, he bred you in a cave. 
But kept the mighty secret from your ear, 
Leelt heat of blood to some strange course should 

Bteer 
Your youth. 

Mont. I owe hiih all, that now I am ; 
He taught me first the noble thirst of fame. 
Shew'd me the baseness of unmanly fear. 
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TUl the unlick'd whelp I pluck'd from the north 

bear, 
And made the ounce and tyger give me way. 
While from their hungry jaws I snateh'd the prey. 
'Twas he that charged my young arms first with 

toils, 
And drest me glorious in my savage spoils. 

Gar. You spent in shady forest all the day. 
And joy*d, returning, to shew me the prey. 
To tell the story, to describe the place. 
With all the pleasures of the boasted chace ; 
Till fit for arms, I reaved you from your sport, 
To train your youth in the Peruvian court. 
I left you there, and ever since have been 
The sad attendant of my exiled queen. 

Zemp. My fatal dream comes to my memory ; 
That lion, whom I jield in bonds, was he, 
Amexia was the dove that broke his chains ; 
What now but Zempoalla's death remains ? 

Mont Pardon, fair princess, if 1 must delay 
My love a while, my gratitude to pay. — 
Live, Zempoalla — free from dangers live. 
For present merits I past crimes forgive. 
Oh, might she hope Orazia's pardon, too ! 

Ora%. I would have none condemned for loving 
you; 
In me her merit much her fault overpowers ; 
She sought my life, but she preserved me yours. 

Amex. Taught by my own, I pity her estate. 
And wish her penitence, but not her fate. 

Inca. I would not be the last to bid her live ; 
Kings best revenge their wrongs, when they forgive. 

Zemp. I cannot yet forget what I have been ; 
Would you give life to her, that was a queen ? 
Must you then give, and must I take ? mere's yet 
One way, that's by refusing, to be great. 
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You bid me liv e ■ b id me be wretched tod ; 
Think, tjjink, what pride unthroned, must undergo. 
Look on this youth, Amexia, look, and then 
Suppose him yours, and bid me live again ; 
A greater sweetness on these lips there grows. 
Than breath shut out from a new-folded rose. 
What lovely charms on these cold cheeks appear ! 
Could any one hate death, and see it here ? 
But thou art gone 

Mont. O, that you would believe 
Acacis lives in me, and cease to grieve. 

Zemp. Yes, I will cease to grieve, and cease to be. 
His soul stays watching in his wound for me. 
All that coiild render life desired is gone, 
Orazia has my love, and you my throne. 

And death, Acacis yet I need not die. 

You leave me mistress of my destiny ; 

In spite of dreams, how am I pleased to see. 

Heaven's truth, or falsehood, should depend on me ! 

But I will help the gods. 

The greatest proof of courage we can give, 

[s then to die when we have power to live. 

[^KiUs herself. 

Mont. How fatally that instrument of death 
Was hid 

Amex. She has expired her latest breath. 

Mont. But there lies one, to whom all grief is due. 

Ora%. None e'er was so unhappy and so true. 

Mont. Your pardon, royal sir. 

Inca. You have my love. [Gives him Orazia. 

Amex. The gods, my son, your happy choice 
approve. 

Mont. Come, my Orazia, then, and pay with me, 

[Leads her to Acacis. 
^me tears to poor Acacis' memory ; 
5o strange a fate for men the gods ordain, 
Our clearest sunshine should be mixt with rain ; 
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How equally our joys and sorrows move ! 
Death's fatal triumphs, join'd with those of love. 
Love crowns the dead, and death crowns him that 

lives; 
Each gains the conquest, which the other gives. 

[Ewunt omm. 



EPILOGUE. 



SPOKEN BT MONTEZUMA. 



You see what shifls we are enforced to try. 

To help out wit with some variety ; 

Shows may be found that never yet were seen, 

'Tis hard to find such wit as ne'er has been. 

Ypu have seen all that this old world can do, 

We, therefore, try the fortune of the new. 

And hope it is below your aim to hit 

At untaught nature with your practised wit ; 

Our naked Indians, then, when wits appear, '^ 

Would as soon chuse to have- the Spaniards here. — 

'Tis true, you have marks enough, tne plot, the showi 

The poet's scenes, nay, more, the painter's too ; 

If all this fail, considering the cost;"'^ 

'Tis a true voyage to the Indies lost ; 

But if you smile on all, then these designs. 

Like the imperfect treasure of our mines. 

Will pass for current wheresoe'er they ^o^ 

When to your bounteous hands their stamps they owci 
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TO THB 

MOST EXCELLENT 

AND MOST ILI^USTRIOUS ?BmCB8J?, 

ANNE, 

DUCHESS OF MONMOUTH AND BIJCCLEUCH, 

WIFE TO THE MOST ILI^USTRIO.US 

AND HI6]^-BQ&N ?9II^CJ^ 

JAMES, 

DUKE OF MONMOUTH.* 



ilnSt 



MAY IT PLEASE YOUR GRACE, 

The favour which Heroic Plays have lately foun4 
upon our theatres, has been wholly derived to then) 
from the countenance and approbation they hyavQ 



* Anne Scott^ Duchess of Buccleuch and Monn^outb, was th^ 
last scion of a race of warriors^ more remarkable for their exploits 
in the fields than their address in courts^ or protection of lltera- 
txate. She was the heiress of the Scotts^ Barons and Earls of Bttc* 
cleuch ; and became Countess^ in her own rif ht, upon the d^th 
of her elder sister^ Lady Mary, who married the unfortunate Wal- 
ter Scott, Earl of Tarras, and died without issue in l662. In 
1665, Anne, Countess of Buccleuch, married James Fitzroy, 
Puke of Afonmouth^ eldest natural son of Charles IL They w^vt 
afterwards created Duke and Duchess of Buccleuch. She was im 
aecomnlished and high-spirited lady, distinguished for her un- 
blemished conduct in a profligate court. It was her patrona|;e 
which first established Dryden's popularity ; a drcumstanoe t^a 
honourable to her memory to be here suppressed. 
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received at court. The most eminent persons for 
wit and honour in the royal circle having so fir 
owned them, that they have judged no way so fit 
as verse to entertain a noble audience, or to express 
a noble passion ; and among the rest which have 
been written in this kind, they have been so indul- 
gent to this poem, as to allow it no inconsiderable 
place. Since, therefore, to the court I owe its for- 
tune on the stage ; so, being now more publidy 
exposed in print, I humbly recommend it to your 
Grace's protection, who by all knowing persons are 
esteemed a principal ornament of the court. But 
though the rank which you hold in the royal fami- 
ly might direct the eyes of a poet to you, yet your 
beauty and goodness detain and fix them. High 
objects, it is true, attract the sight ; but it looki^ up 
with pain on craggy rocks and barren mountains, 
and continues not intent on any object, which is 
wanting in shades and greens to entertain it* Beau- 
ty, in courts, is so necessary to the young, thatthose, 
who are without it, seem to be there to no other 
purpose than to wait on the triumphs of the fair ; 
to attend their motions in obscurity, as the moon 
and stars do the sun by day ; or, at best, to be the 
refuge of those hearts which others have despised ; 
and, by the unworthiness of both, to give and take 
a miserable comfort. But as needful as beauty is, 
virtue and honour are yet more : The reign ol it 
without their support is unsafe and short, like that 
of tyrants. Every sun which looks on beauty wastes 
it ; and, when it once is decaying, the repdrs of art 
are of as short continuance, as the after-spring, when 
the sun is going further off. This, madam, is its 
ordinary fate ; but yours, which is accompanied by 
virtue, is not subject to that common destiny. Your 
Grace has not only a long time of youth in which 
to flourish, but you have likewise found the way, 
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by an untainted preservation of your honour, to 
make that perishable good more lasting : And if 
beauty, like wines, could be preserved, by being 
mixed and embodied with others of their own na* 
tures, then your Grace's would be immortal, since 
no part of Europe can afford a parallel to your no- 
ble lord in masculine beauty, and in goodliness of 
shape. To receive the blessings and prayers of man* 
kind, you need only to be seen together : We are 
ready to conclude, that you are a pair of angels sent 
below to make virtue amiable in your persons, or to 
rit to poets when they would pleasantly instruct 
the age, by drawing goodness in the most perfect 
and imuring shape of nature. But though beauty 
be the theme on which poets love to dwell, I must 
be forced to quit it as a private praise, since you 
bave deserved those which are more public : For 
goodness and humanity, which shine in you, are 
virtues which concern mankind ; anjJ, by a certain 
kind of interest, all people agree in their commen- 
dation, because the profit of them may extend to 
many. It is so much your inclination to do good, 
that you stay not to be asked ; which is an approach 
so nigh the Deity, that human nature is not capa- 
ble of a nearer. It is my happiness, that I can tes- 
tify this virtue of your Grace's by my own experi- 
ence ; since I have so great an aversion from soli^ 
citing court-favours, that I am ready to look on 
those as very bold, who dare grow rich there with- 
out desert. But I beg your Grace's pardon for as- 
suming thii? virtue of modesty to myself, which the 
sequel of this discourse will no way justify : For in 
this address I have already quitted the character of 
a modest man, by presenting you this poem as an 
acknowledgment, which stands in need of your pro- 
tection ; and which ought no more to be esteemed 
a present, than it is accounted bounty in the poor» 
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when they bestow a child on some wealthy friend, 
who will bettor breed it up. OfiPsprinn of this na- 
ture are like to be so numerous with me, that I 
must be finroed to send some of than abroad ; cmly 
this is like to be more fortunate than his bicAfaan^ 
bceause I hav^ landed him on a hospitable dicm. 
Under your patronage Montezuma hopes he is mote 
safe thim in ah native Indies ; and therefore oobmi 
to throw himsdf tt your Graoe^s feet, paying that 
bmnage to your beauty, which he refused to the Tb- 
bnce of his conquerors. He b^ only, that Vfhuk 
he shall relate hu sufferings, you will consider hm 
as an Indian Prince, and not expect any other do* 
quence from his simplicity, than what his griefe 
nave ftmtiidied him withal. His story is, perhaps, 
the greatest which was ever repcesented in a poem 
of this nature ; the action of it induding the disco- 
very and conquest of a new world. In it I have 
nmther wholly followed the truth of the history, 
nor altogether left it ; but have taken all the liber- 
ty of a poet, to add, alter, or diminish, as I thought 
might best conduce to the beautifying of my work : 
it being not the business of a poet to represent his- 
torical truth, but probability. But I am not to 
make the justification of this poem, which I wholly 
leave to your Grace's mercy. It is an irregular piece, 
if compared with many of Comeille*s, and, if 1 may 
make a judgment of it, written with more flame 
than art ; in whidi it represents the mind and in- 
tentions of the author, who is with much more zeal 
and int^rity, than design and artifice. 

Madam, 

Your Grace's most obedient. 

And most obliged servant, 

John Drydek. 
October 12. 1667. 



Btt^itf 1684, ^eti cmr author misUd 9if AdMft HcniiMf 
in eoittposiiig the pteceAittfi phy, «nd the pridtxng of die Indiiut 
Btageror in 1668, dome disi^reeinent hsid axitten betvriit them. 
Snr Robert appears to have given the first provocation^ by ptdtx'* 
iM to his tragedy of The Thxke of Lerma^ or Great Povoonte^ in 
f TO89 tome remarks, which drew down the fbttowing^ severe re- 
MtL It is therefore necessary to mention die contents of the 
onttisi ve prefiice. 

* Sir Robert Howard be^ns, as one taking leave of the drama 
mA dramatic aothors^ ^ ms too long aocjaaintanees f and nnwfl- 
ling again to venture '^ into the civil wars of censure^ 

Ubi NuUos kabitura triutnphos," 

He staters his unwilling interference to be owing to the " un- 
necessary understanding" of some^ who endeavoured to apply as 
strict rules to poetry as mathematics^ which rendered it mcum- 
bent on him to justify his having written some scenes of his tra- 
gedy in blank verse. In the next paragraph, Dryden is expressly 
pointed out as the author of the Essay on Dramatic Poetry ; and 
is ridiculed for attempting to prove, not that rhyme is more natu- 
ral in a dialogue on the stage supposed to be spoken extempore, 
but grander and more expressive. In like manner. Sir Robert 
unfortunately banters our author for drawing from Seneca an in- 
stance of a lofty mode of expressing so ordinary a thing as shut» 
ting a door,f instead of giving an example to the same effect in 
En gh 'sh* 

The author of The Duke of Lerma proceeds to attack the uni- 
ties ; arguing, because it is impossible that the stage can repre- 
sent exactly a house, or that the time of acting can be extended 
to twenty-four hours ; therefore, it is needless there should be 
sny limitation whatever as to time or place, since otherwise it 
inust be inferred, that there are degrees m impossibility, and that 
one thing may be more impossible than anotner. 



* Reserate clusoe regii postes laris. 

Howard's mutranslation of this passage seems to have been inadvertent* In the 
Essay it is rendered, 

** Set wide the palace gates.** 



264 

The whole tone of the preface is that of one who wished to 
have it supposed, that he was writing Gonceming a subject rather 
beneath his notice, and only felt himself called forth to do so by 
the dogmatism of those who laid down confident rules or laws 
in matters so trifling. This affectation of supercilious censure 
iqppears deeply to have provoked Drvden, and prompted the acri- 
mony of the following Defence^ whidi he prefixed to a second 
edition of The Indian Emperor published in l668j>robably short- 
ly after the offence had been given. The angry mends were af- 
terwards recondled ; and Dryden^ listening more to the feelings 
of former kindness than of recent passion, cancelled the D^ena, 
which was never afterwards reprinted, till Congreve collected our 
author^s Dramatic Works. It is worthy of preservation, as it 
would be difficult to point out deeper contempt and irony, couch- 
ed under language so temperate, cold, and outwardly respectfiiL 



A 

DEFENCE 

OF AN 

ESSAY OF DEAMATIC POESY ; 

BEING 

AN ANSWER TO THE PREFACE 

OF THE 

GREAT FAVOURITE, OR THE DUKE OF LERMA. 



The fonner edition of " The Indian Emperor" being 
fill! of faults, which had escaped the printer, I have 
been willing to overlook this second with more care: 
and though I could not allow myself so much time 
as was necessary, yet by that little I have done, the 
press is freed from some errors which it had to an- 
swer for before. As for the more material faults 
of writing, which are properly mine, though I see 
many of them, I want leisure to amend them. . It 
is enough for those who make one poem the busi- 
ness of tl^ir lives, to leave that correct ; yet, except- 
ing Virgil, I never met with any which was so in 
any language. 

But while I was thus employed about this im- 
pression, there came to my hands a new printed 
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play, called, " The Great Favourite, or. The Duke 
of Lerma ;'* the author of which, a noble and most 
ingenious person, has done me the favour to make 
some observations and animadversions upon my 
Dramatic Essay. I must confess he mignt have 
better consulted his reputation than by matching 
himself with so weak an adversary. But if his ho- 
nour be diminished in the choice of his antagonist, 
it is sufficiently recompensed in the election of his 
cause : which being the weaker, in all appearance, 
as combating the received opinions of the best an- 
cient and modern authors, will add to his glory, if 
he overcome ; and to the opinion of his generosity, 
if he be vanquished, since he engages at so great 
odds ; and, so like a cavalier, undertakes the pro- 
tection of the weaker party. I have only to fear, 
on my own behalf, that so good a cause m mine 
may suffer by my ill management, or weak de- 
fence ; yet I cannot in honour but take the glove 
when it is offered me ; though I am only a cham- 
pion by succession, and no more able to defend the 
right of Aristotle and Horace, than an infant Di- 
mock* to maintain the title of a king. 

For my own concernment in the controversy, it 
is so small, that I can easily be contented to be dri- 
ven from a few notions of dramatic poesy ; especial- 
ly by one, who has the reputation of understanding 
m things : and I might justly make that e:^cuse for 
my yielding to him, which the philosopher made to 
the emperor ; why should I offer to contend with 
him, who is master of morfe than twenty legions of 
arts and sciences ? But I am forced to fight, and 
therefore it will be no shame to be overcome. 

* The family of Dimock^ or Dymock, are hereditary cham- 
pions of England ; and^ as such^ obliged to maintidn the king's 
title in single combat against all challengers. 
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Yet I am so much his servant, as not to meddle 
with any thing which does not concern me in his 
Preface : therefore I leave the good sense and other 
excellencies of the first twenty lines, to be consi- 
dered by the critics. As for the play of" The Duke 
6f Lerma," having so much altered and beautified it 
as^he has done, it can justly belong to none but him. 
Indeed they must be extremely ignorant, as well as 
iftnvious, who would rob him of that honour ; for 
you «ee him putting in his claim to it, even in the 
first two lines : 

Repulse upon reptdse, like waves thrown back, 
Tnat slide to hang upon obdurate rocks. 

After this, let detraction do its worst ; for if this 
be not his, it deserves to be. For my part, I de- 
clare for distributive justice ; and from this, and 
what follows, he certainly deserves those advanta- 
ges, which he acknowledges to have received from 
the opinion of sober men. 

In the next place, I must beg leave to observe, 
his great address in courting the reader to his par- 
ty : For, intending to assault all poets, both ancient 
and modem, he discovers not his whole design at 
once, but seems only to aim at me, and attacks me 
on my weakest side, my defence of verse. 

To begin with me, he gives me the compellation 
of •* The Author of a Dramatic Essay f which is a 
little discourse in dialogue, for the most part bor- 
rowed from the observations of others : therefore, 
that I may not be wanting to him in civility, I re- 
turn his compliment, by calling him, " the Author 
of The Duke of Lerma." 

But (that I may pass over his salute) he takes no- 
tice of my great pams to prove rhyme as natural in 
a serious play, and more effectual than blank verse. 
Thus indeed I did state the question ; but he tells 
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me, ^' I pursue that which I call natural in a wrong 
application ; For 'tis not the question, whether 
rhyme, or not rhyme, be best, or most natural for 
a serious subject, but what is nearest the nature d 
that it represents." 

If I have formerly^ mistaken the question, I must 
• confess my ignorance so far, as to say I continue 
still in my mistake : But he ought to have proved 
that I mistook it ; for it is yet but gratis dictum ; I 
still shall think I have gained my point, if I can 
prove that rhyme is best, or most natural for a se- 
rious subject. As for the question as he states it, 
whether rhyme be nearest the nature of what it re- 
presents, I wonder he should think me so ridicu- 
lous as to dispute, whether prose or verse be near- 
est to ordinary conversation. 

It still remains for him to prove his inference ; 
that, since verse is granted to be more remote than 
prose from ordinary conversation, therefore no se- 
rious plays ought to be writ in verse : and when he 
clearly makes that good, I will acknowledge his 
victory as absolute as he can desire it. 

The question now is, which of us two has mista- 
ken it ; and if it appear I have not, the world will 
suspect, " what gentleman that was, who was al- 
lowed to speak twice in parliament, because he had 
not yet spoken to the question ;"* and perhaps con- 
clude it to be the same, who, as it is reported, main- 
tained a contradiction in terminis^ in the face of three 
hundred persons. 

But to return to verse, whether it be natural or 
not in plays, is a problem which is not demonstra- 
ble of either side : It is enough for me, that he ac- 



* A sneer which Sir Robert aims at Dryden. Dryden had 
written twice on the question of rhyming trag^ies. 
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knowledges he had rather read good verse than 
prose : for if all the enemies of verse will confess 
as much, I shall not need to prove that it is na- 
tural. I am satisfied if it cause delight ; for de- 
light is the chief, if not the only, end of poesy : 
Instruction can be admitted but in the second 
place, for poesy only instructs as it delights. It is 
true, that to imitate well is a poet's work ; but to 
affect the soul, and to excite the passions, and, 
above all, to move admiration (which is the delight 
of serious plays,) a bare imitation will not serve. 
The converse, therefore, which a poet is to imi- 
tate, must be heightened with all the arts and or- 
naments of poesy ; and must be such as, strictly 
considered, could never be supposed spoken by any 
without premeditation. 

As for what he urges, that " a play will still be 
supposed to be a composition of several persons 
speaking extempore^ and that good verses are the 
hardest things which can be imagined to be so spo- 
ken ;" I must crave leave to dissent from his opi- 
nion, as to the former part of it : For, if I am not 
deceived, a play is supposed to be the work of the 
poet, imitating, or representing, the conversation 
of several persons : and this I think to be as clear, 
as he thinks the contrary. 

But I will be bolder, and do not doubt to make 
it good, though a paradox, that one great reason 
why prose is not to be used in serious plays, is, be- 
cause it is too near the nature of converse : There 
may be too great a likeness ; as the most skilful 
painters affirm, that there may be too near a resem- 
blance in a picture : To take every lineament and 
feature is not to make an excellent piece, but to 
take so much only as will make a beautiful resem- 
blance of the whole : and, with an ingenious flatte- 
ry of nature, to heighten the beauties of some parts. 
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and hide the deforiDities of the rest For $q snyi 

Horace, 



Ut piciura poem crit. S^, 

Hasc amai obseurumf viUt lute iub hiee videri, 

Judicii argtUum quas wmformiiai ocumen. 

i i gucp 
Tksperat tractala niiescere posse relinquii. 

In *' Bartholomew Fair," or the lowest kind of 
comedy, that degree of heightening is used, which is 
proper to set on that subject : It is true, the author 
was not there to go out of prose, as he does in hi$ 
higher arguments of comedy, " The Fox" and " Al- 
chemist ;" yet he does so raise his matter in that 
prose, as to render it delightful ; which he could ne- 
ver have performed, had he only said or done those 
very things, that are daily spoken or practised in the 
fair : for men the fair itself would be as full of plea- 
sure to an ingenious person as the play, whic^ we 
manifestly see it is not. But he hath made an ex- 
cellent lazar of it ; the copy is of price, though the 
original be vile. You see in "Catiline" and " Sejanus," 
where the argument is great, he sometimes ascends 
to verse, which shews he thought it not unnatural 
in serious plays ; and had his genius been as proper 
for rhyme as it was for humour, or had the age in 
which he lived attained to as much knowledge in 
verse as ours, it is probable he would have adorned 
those subjects with that kind of writing. 

Thus Prose, though the rightful prince, yet is by 
common consent deposed, as too weak for the go- 
vernment of serious plays : and he failing, there now 
start up two competitors ; one, the nearer in blood, 
which is Blank Verse ; the other, more fit for the 
ends of government, which is Rhyme. Blank Verse 
is, indeed, the nearer Prose, but he is blemished 
with the weakness of his predecessor. Rhyme (for 
I will deal clearly) has somewhat of the usurper in 
him ; but he is brave, and generous, and his domi- 
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nion pleading. For this reason of delight, the an- 
cients (whom I will still believe as wise as those 
who so confidently correct them) wrote all their 
tragedies in verse, though they knew it most re^ 
mote from conversation. 

But I perceive I am falling into the danger of an- 
other rebuke from my opponent ; for when I plead 
that the ancients used verse, I prove not that they 
would have admitted rhyme, had it then been writ- 
ten. All I can say is only this, that it seems to 
have succeeded verse by the general consent of poets 
in all modern languages ; for almost all their serious 
plays are written in it ; which, though it be no de^ 
monstration that therefore they ought to be so, yet 
at least the practice first, and then the continuation 
of it, shews that it attained the eild, which was to 
please ; and if that cannot be compassed here, I will 
be the first who shall lay it down : for I confess my 
«hief endeavours are to delight the age in which I 
live. If the humour of this be for low comedy, 
small accidents, and raillery, I will force my genius 
to obey it, though with more reputation I could 
write in verse. I know I am not so fitted by na^ 
ture to write comedy : I want that gaiety of hu- 
mour which is required to it. My conversation is 
slow and dull ; my humour saturnine and reserved : 
In short, I am none of those who endeavour to 
break jests in company, or make repartees. So that 
those, who deary my comedies, do me no injury, ex- 
cept it be in point of profit : reputation in them is 
the last thing to which I shall pretend. I beg par^ 
don for entertaining the reader with so ill a subject ; 
but before I quit that argument, which was the 
cause of this digression, I cannot but take notice 
how I am corrected for my quotation of Seneca, in 
my defence of plays in verse. My words are these : 
*^ Our language is noble, full, and significant ; and 
1 know not why he, who is a master of it, may not 
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dothe ordinary things in it as decently as in the 
Liatin, if he use the same diligence in his choice of 
words. One would think, " unlock a door,** was a 
thing as vulgar as could be spoken ; yet Seneca 
could make it sound high and lofty in his Latin. 

*' Reserate clusos regit pastes laris'' 

But he says of me, ^' That being filled with the 
precedents of the ancients, who writ their plays in 
verse, I commend the thing, declaring our language 
to be full, noble, and significant, and charging m 
defects upon the Ulplojctng ofwordsy which I prove 
by quoting Seneca loftily expressing such an ordi- 
nary thing as shutting a door.^* 

Here he manifestly mistakes ; for I spoke not of 
the placing, but of the choice of words ; for wUidi 
I quoted that aphorism of Julius Cassar, Delectm 
verhorvm est origo eloquentuB ; but delectus verbarum 
is no more Latin for the placing qfwords, than re- 
serate is Latin for shut the door^ as he interprets % 
which I ignorantly construed unlock or open it 

He supposes I was highly affected with the sound 
of those words, and I suppose I may more justly 
imagine it of him ; for if he had not been extreme- 
ly satisfied with the sound, he would have minded 
the sense a little better. 

But these are now to be no faults ; for ten days 
after his book is published, and that his mistakes 
are grown so famous, that they are come back to 
him, he sends his Errata* to be printed, and annex- 
ed to his play ; and desires, that, instead of shuttings 
you would read opening, which, it seems, was the 
printer^s fault. 1 wonder at his modesty, that he 
did not rather say it was Seneca's or mine ; and 
that, in some authors, reserate was to shut as well as < 

* This erratum has been suffered to remain in the edition rf 
the Knight's plays now before us, published in I692. 
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to open^ as the word barach, say the learned, is both 
to bless and curse. 

Well, since it was the printer, he was a naughty 
ikian to commit the same mistake twice in six lines. 
I warrant you delectus verborumyfor placing of words, 
was his mistake too, though the author forgot to 
tell him of it : If it were my book, I assure you I 
should. For those rascals ought to be the proxies of 
every gentleman author, and to be chastised for 
him, wTien he is not pleased to own an ert-or. Yet 
i^ce he has given the errata, I wish he would JiaVe 
enlarged them only a few sheets more, and then he 
would have spared me the labour of an answer : For 
this cursed printer is so given to mistakes, that there 
is^llcarce a tentence in thePreface without some false 
grammar, or hard sense in it ; which will all be 
oharged upon the poet, because he is so good-na- 
tured as to lay but three errors to the printer's ac- 
oounty and to take the rest upon himself, who is 
better able to support them. But he needs not ap- 
prehend that I should strictly examine those little 
faults, except I am called upon to do it i I shall 
return therefore to that quotation of Seneca, and 
answer, not to what he writes, but to what he 
means. I never intended it as an argument, but 
CTily as an illustration of what I had said before 
coDceming the election of words ; and all he can 
charge me with is only this, that if Seneca could 
make an ordinary thing sound well in Latin by the 
choice of words, the same, with the like care, might 
be performed in English : If it cannot, I have com- 
mitted an error on the right hand, by commending 
too mudi the copiousness and well-sounding of our 
language, which I hope my countrymen will par- 
don me ; at least the words which follow in my 
Dramatic Essay will plead somewhat in my behalf; 
for I say there, that this objection happens but sel* 

VOL. II. s 
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dom in a play ; and then, too, eith^ the meanness 
of the expression may be avoided, or shut out from 
the verse by breaking it in the midst*. 

But I have said too much in the defence g£ verse ; 
for, after all, it is a very indifferent thing to^ me 
whether it obtain or not, I am content hereaft^ 
to be ordered by his rule, that is, to write it some- 
times because it pleases me, and samuch the rather, 
because he has declared that it pleases him. But 
he has taken his last farewell of the muses, and he 
has done it civilly, by honouring them witli the 
name of ^^ his long acquaintances/' which is a oaa^ 
pliment they have scarce deserved from bim. Fw 
my own part, I bear a share in the public loss-; aad^ 
how emulous soever I may be of his fame and re- 
putation, I cannot but give this testimony of hi» 
style, that it is extremely poetical, even in oratory ;. 
his thoughts elevated sometimes above contimon ap- 
prehension ; his notions politic and grave, and tend- 
ing to the instruction of princes, and refbrmatioB^of 
states ; that they are abundantly interlaced with 
variety of fancies, tropes, and figures, which the 
critics have enviously branded witii the name of 
obscurity and false grammar. 

" Well, he is now fettered in business of more 
unpleasant nature :" The muses have lost him, but 
the commonwealth gains by it ; the corruption of 
a poet is the generation of a statesman. 

" He will not venture again into the civil wars of 
censure, icbi — nuUos hahitura triuinphos ;" If he had 
not told us he had left the muses, we might have 
half suspected it by that word vbi^ which does not 
any way belong to them in that place : the rest of 
the verse is indeed Lucan's, but that vbi, I will an- 
swer for it, is his own. Yet he has another reason 
for this disgust of poesy ; for he says immediately 
after, that ^^ the manner of plays which are now in 
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most esteem is beyond his power to perfovm :" to 
perform the manner of a thing, I eonfesi^ is new 
JSnglish to me. " However, he condemns not the 
satisfaction of others, but rather their unnecessary- 
understanding, who, like Sancho Fan9a's doctor, 
prescribe too strictly to our appetites ; for,'* says he, 
** in the difference of tragedy and comedy,, and of 
fiurce itself, there can be no determination but by 
the taste,, nor in the manner of their- composure." 

We shall see him now as great a critic as he was 
a poet ; and the reason why he excelled so much in 
poetry will be evident, for it will appear to have 
proceeded (roia the exactness of his judgment* " In 
the difference of tragedy, comedy, and ferce itself, 
there can be no determination but by the taste.'* I 
wffl iiot quarrel with the obscurity of his phrase,, 
though I justly might ; but beg his pardon if I do 
not rightly understand him. If he means that there 
18 no essential difference betwixt comedy, tragedy^ 
and farce, but what is only made by the people's 
taste, which distinguishes one of them from the 
other, that is so manifest an error, that I need not 
lose time to contradict it. Were there neither 
judge, taste, nor opinion in the world, yet they 
would differ in their natures ; for the action, cha- 
racter, and language of tragedy, would still be ^eat 
and high ; that of comedy, lower and more rami- 
liar. Admiration would be the delight of one, and 
satire of the other. 

I have but briefly touched upon these things, be- 
cause, whatever his words are, I can scarce imagine, 
that •* he, who is always concerned for the true ho- 
nour of reason, and would have no spurious issue 
&thered upon her," should mean any thing so ab- 
surd as to affirm, '^ that there is no difference be« 
twixt comedy and tragedy but what is made by the 
taste only ;" unless he would have us to understand 



676 DtJ^PtlNCIi (DF AN fifiSAY 

thecomediesof my Lord L. where thefirst act should 
be pottages, the second fricassees, &c. and the G6k 
a cnere entiere of women. 

I rather guess he means, that betwixt one oo- 
medy or tragedy and another, there is no other dif- 
ference, but what is made by the liking or dislildi^ 
of the audience. This is indeed a less error than 
the former, but yet it is a great one. The liking 
or disliking of the people gives the play the deno- 
mination of good or bad, but does not really make 
or constitute it such. To please the people ou^t 
to be the poet's aim, because plays are made fi»r 
their delight ; but it does not follow that they are 
always pleased with good plays, or that the {days 
which please them are always good. The humour 
of the people is now for comedy ; therefore, in hope 
to please tnem, I write comedies rather than serious 
plays : and so far their taste prescribes to me. But 
it doei& not follow from that reason, that comedy is 
to be preferred before tragedy in its own nature ; 
for that, which is so in its own nature, cannot be 
otherwise, as a man cannot but be a rational crea- 
ture : But the opinion of the people may alter, and 
in another age, or perhaps in this, serious plays may 
be set up above comedies. 

This I think a sufficient answer ; if it be not,, he 
has provided me of an excuse : it seems, in his wis- 
dom, he foresaw my weakness, and has found out 
this expedient for me, " That it is not necessary 
for poets to study strict reason, since they are so 
used to a greater latitude than is allowed by that 
severe inquisition, that they must ii^nnge their 
own jurisdiction, to profess themselves obKged to 
argue well." 

I am obliged to him for discovering to me this 
back door ; but I am not yet resolved on my re- 
treat ; for I am of opinion, that they cannot be 
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[bod poets, who are not accustomed to argue well. 

^alse reasonings and colours of speech are the cer- 
tain marks of one who does not understand the 
stage ; for moral truth is the mistress of the poet as 
much as of the philosopher ; poesy must resemble 
natural truth j but it must be ethical. Indeed, the 
poet dresses truth, and adorns natiu-e, but does not 
alter them : 

Ficia voluptatis causa sint proxima verts. 

Therefore, that is not the best poesy, which resem- 
bles notions of things, that are not, to things that 
are : though the fancy may be great, and the words 
flowing, yet the soul is but half satisfied when there 
is not truth in the foundation. This is that which 
makes Virgil be preferred before the rest of poets. 
In variety of fancy, and sweetness of expression, 
you see Ovid far above him ; for Virgil rejected 
tMnay of those things which Ovid wrote. " A great 
^wit's great work is to refuse," as my worthy friend 
/Sir John Berkenhead has ingeniously expressed it : 
you rarely meet with any thing in Virgil but truth, 
which therefore leaves the strongest impression of 
pleasure in the soul. This I thought myself obliged 
to say in behalf of poesy ; and to declare, though 
St be against myself, that when poets do not argue 
^ell, the defect is in th'e workmen, not in the art. 
And now I come to the boldest part of his dis- 
course, wherein he attacks not me, but all the an- 
cients and modems ; and undermines, as he thinks, 
the very foundations on which Dramatic Poesy is 
-Imilt. I could wish he would have declined that 
envy which must of necessity follow such an un- 
dertaking, and contented himself with triumphing 
over me in my opinions of verse, which I ivill never 
hereafter dispute with him ; but he must pardon 
me if I have that veneration for Aristotle, Horace, 
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Ben Jonson, and Comeille, that I dare not serve 
him in such a cause, and against such h^xjes, bat 
rather fight under their protection, as Homer reports 
of little Teucer, who shot the Trojans from under 
the large buckler of Ajax Telamcm. 

He stood beneath his brother^s ample shield ; 
And^ cover'd there^ shot death through all the field. 

The words of my noble adversary are these : 

" But if we examine the general rules laid down 
for plays by strict reason, we shall find the erroR 
equally gross ; for the great foundation which is 
laid to build upon, is nothing as it is generally 
stated, as will appear upon the examination of tbe 
particulars." 

These particulars in due time shall be examined 
In the mean while, let us consider what this great 
foundation is, whidi he says is nothing, as it is ge- 
nerally stated, I never heard of any other foun- 
dation of Dramatic Poesy than the imitation of 
nature ; neither was there ever pretended any other 
by the ancients or modems, or me, who ^ideavour 
to follow them in that rule. This I have plainly 
said in my definition of a play ; that it is a just and 
lively image of human nature, &c. Thus the foun- 
dation, as it is generally stated, will stand sure, if 
this definition of a play be true ; if it be not,, he 
ought to have made his exception againi^ it, by 
proving that a play is not an imitation of nature, 
but somewhat else, which he is pleased to think 
it. 

But 'tis very plain that he has mistaken the 
foundation for that which is built upon it, though 
not immediately : for the direct and inunediate 
consequence is this ; if nature be to be imitated, 
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tiien there is a rule for imitating nature rightly, 
otherwise there may be an end, and no means con- 
ducing to it. Hitherto I have proceeded by de- 
monstration ; but as our divines, when they have 
proved a Deity, because there is order, and have 
mferred that this Deity ought to be worshipped, 
differ afterwards in the manner of the worship ; so, 
having laid down, that nature is to be imitated, 
and that proposition proving the next, that then 
there are means which conduce to the imitating 
of nature, I dare proceed no farther positively ; but 
have only laid down some opinions of the ancients 
and modems, and of my own, as means which they 
used, and which I thought probable for the attain- 
ing of that end. Those means are the same which 
my antagonist calls the foundations, how properly 
the world may judge ; and to prove that this is his 
meaning, he dear? it immediately to you, by enu- 
merating those rules or propositions against which 
he makes his particular exceptions; as, namely, 
those of time and place, in these words : " First, we 
are told the plot should not be so ridiculously con- 
trived, as to crowd two several countries into one 
stage ; secondly, to cramp the accidents of many 
years or days into the representation of two hours 
and an half ; and, lastly, a condusion drawn, that the 
only remaining dispute is, concerning time, whe- 
ther it should be contained in twelve or twenty- 
four hours; and the place to be limited to that 
spot of ground where the play is supposed to be- 
gin : . and this is called nearest nature ; for that is 
conduded most natural, which is most probable, ^ 
and nearest to that which it presents." 

Thus he has only made a small mistake, of the 
means conducing to the end for the end itself, and 
of the superstructure for the foundation : But he 
proceeds : ^^To shew therefore upon what ill grounds 
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the)r dictate laws for Dramatic Poesy," &c. He is 
here pleased to charge me with being ma^sterial, 
as he nas done in many other places of his Fre&ce; 
therefore, in vindication of myself, I must cra^ 
leave to say, that my whole disoomrse was sceptical, 
according to that way of reasoning which was used 
by Socrates, Plato, and all the academics of old, 
which TuUy and the best of the ancients followed, 
and which is imitated by the modest inquisitioiB 
of the Royal Society. That it is so, not only the 
name will shew, which is. An Essay ^ but the frame 
and composition of the work. You see it is a dia- 
logue sustained by persons of several opinions, all 
of them left doubtful, to be determined by the rea- 
ders in general ; and more particularly deferred to 
the accurate judgment of my Liord Buckhurst, to 
whom I made a dedication of my book. These aie 
my words in my epistle, speaking of the persons 
whom I introduced in my dialogue : ** *Tis true 
they differed in their opinions, as 'tis probable they 
would ; neither do I take upon me to reconcile, but 
to relate them, leaving your lordship to decide it in 
favour of that part which you shall judge most rea* 
sonable." And after that, in my advertisement to 
the reader, I said this : " The drift of the ensuing 
discourse is chiefly to vindicate the honour of our 
English writers from the censure of those virho un- 
justly prefer Uie French before them. This I inti- 
mate, lest any should think me so exceeding vain, 
as to teach others an art, which they understand 
much better than myself." But this is more than 
necessary to dear my modesty in that point : and I 
am very confident, that th&ce is scarce any man who 
has lost so much time, as to read that trifle, but will 
be my compurgator, as to that arrogance whereof 
I am accused. The truth is, if I had been naturally 
guilty of so much vanity as to dictate my opinions ; 
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yet I do not find that the character of a positive or 
self-conceited person is of such advanta^ to any in 
this age, that I should labour to be pumicly admit-* 
ted of that order. 

But I am not now to defend my own cause, 
when that of all the ancients and modems^ is in 
question. For this gentleman^ who accuses me of 
arrogance, has taken a course not to be taxed with 
the other extreme of modesty. Those proposition s, 
which are laid down in my discourse as helps to 
the better imitation of nature, are not mine (as 1 
have said,) nor were ever pretended so to be, but 
derived from the authority of Aristotle and Horace, 
and from the rules and examples of Ben Jonson 
and Corneille. These are the men with whom pro- 
perly he contends, and against ** whom he will en- 
deavour to make it evident, that there is no such 
thing as what they all pretend." 

His argument against the unities of place and 
time is this : *^ That 'tis as impossible for one stage 
to present two rooms or houses truly, as two ooun* 
tries or kingdoms : and as impossible that five hours 
ot twenty-K)ur hours should be two hours, as that 
a thousand hours or years should be less than what 
they are, or the greatest part of time to be compre^ 
hended in the less : for ail of them being impossi- 
ble, they are none of them nearest the truth, or na- 
ture of what they present ; for impossibilities are 
all equal, and admit of no degree." 

This argument is so scattered into parts, that it 
can scarce be united into a syllogism ; yet, in obe- 
dience to him, / toill alAreviate^ and comprehend 
as much of it as 1 can in few words, that my an*- 
swer to it may be more perspicuous. I conceive his 
meaning to be what follows, as to the unity of* 
place : (if I mistake, I beg his pardon, professing it 
is not out of any design to play the Argwnefilalive 
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Poet.) If one stage cannot properly present two 
rooms or houses, mudi less two countries or king- 
doms, then there can be no unity of pliaoe. Bat 
one stage cannot properly perform this ; therefoie 
there can be no unity of place. 

I plainly deny his minor propositioii ; the foroe 
of which, if I mistake not, depends on this, that 
the stage being one place cannot be two. Thu 
indeed is as great a secret, as that we are all mor- 
tal ; but to requite it with another, I must crave 
leave to tell him, that though the stage cannot be 
two places, yet it may properly represent them sue* 
cessively^ or at several time& His ar^ment is in- 
deed no more than a mere fallacy, which will evi* 
dently appear when we distinguish place, as it re- 
lates to )4ys, into real and imaginary. The leal 
place is that theatre, or piece of ground, on which 
the play is acted. The imaginary, that house, town, 
or country, where the action of the drama is sup- 
posed to be, or, more plainly, where the scene of 
the play is laid. Let us now apply this to that 
H^culean argument, " which, if strictly and duly 
weighed, is to make it evident, that there is no 
such thing as what they all pretend.'* 'Tis impossi- 
ble, he says, for one stage to present two rooms or 
houses : I answer, 'tis neither impossible, nor iip- 
proper, for one real place to represent two or more 
imaginary places, so it be done successively ; which, 
in other words, is no more than this, that the ima- 
gination of the audience, aided by the words of the 
poet, and painted scenes, may suppose the stage to 
be sometimes one place, sometimes another ; now a 
garden, or wood, and immediately a camp : which 
I appeal to every man's imagination, if it be not 
true. Neither the ancients nor moderns, as much 
fools as he is pleased to think them, ever asserted 
that they could make one place two ; but they might 
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hope, by the good leave of this author, that the 
change of a scene might lead the imagination to 
suppose the plaoe altered : so that he cannot fasten 
those absurdities upon this scene of a play, or ima* 
ginary place of action, that it is one place, and yet 
two. And this being so clearly proved, that 'tis 

est any shew of a reasonable denial, it will not be 
rd to destroy that other part of his argument, 
which depends upon it, namely, that 'tis as impos- 
sible for a stage to represent two rooms or houses, 
as two countries or kingdoms : for his reason is 
already overthrown, which was, because both were 
alike impossible. This is manifestly otherwise ; for 
'tis proved that a stage may properly represent two 
rooms or houses ; for the imagination being judge 
of what is represented, will in reason be less choked 
with the appearance of two rooms in the same 
house, or two houses in the same city, than with 
two distant cities in the same country, or two re- 
mote countries in the same universe. Imagination 
in a man, or reasonable creature, is supposed to par- 
ticipate of reason, and when that governs, as it 
does in the belief of fiction, reason is not destroyed, 
but misled, or blinded ; that can prescribe to the 
reason, during the time of the representation, some- 
what Uke a weak belief of what it sees and hears ; 
BBd reason suffers itself to be so hood- winked, that 
it may better enjoy the pleasures of the fiction : 
But it is never so wholly made a captive, as to be 
drawn headlong into a persuasion of those things 
which are most remote from probability : It is in 
that case a free-born subject, not a slave ; it will 
contribute willingly its assent, as far as it sees con- 
venient, but will not be forced. Now, there is a 
greater vicinity in nature betwixt two rooms, than 
betwixt two houses ; betwixt two houses, than be- 
twixt two cities ; and so of the rest : Reason^ there- 
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fore, can sooner be led, by imagination, to step 
from one room into another, than to walk to two 
distant houses, and yet rather to go thither, than 
to fly like a witch through the air, and be hurried 
from one region to another. Fancy and Reason go 
hand and hand ; the first cannot leave the last he- 
hind : And though Fancy, when it sees the wide 
gulph, would venture over, as the nimbler, yet it is 
with-held by Reason, which will refuse to take the 
leap, when the distance over it appears too lareei 
If Ben Jonson himself wiU removed scene fi^ 
Rome intoTuscany in the same act, and from thence 
return to Rome, in the scene which immediately 
follows, reason will consider there is no proportimi- 
able allowance of time to perform the journey, imd, 
therefore, will choose to stay at home. So, thai^ 
the less change of place there is, the less time is 
taken up in transporting the pers<»is of the drama, 
with analogy to reason ; and in that analogy, or 
resemblance of fiction to truth, consists the exoet 
iency of the play. 

For what else concerns the unity of place, I have 
already given my opinion of it in my Essay, Ihat 
there is a latitude to be allowed to it, as several 
places in the same town or city, or places adjacent 
to each other in the same country ; which may all 
be comprehended under the larger denominaticm 
of one place ; yet with this restriction, that €be 
nearer and fewer those imaginary places are, the 
greater resemblance they will have to truth ; and 
reason, which cannot make them one, wiU be more 
easily led to suppose them so. 

What has be^n said of the unity of place, may 
easily be applied to that of time. I grant it to be 
impossible, that the greater part of time should be 
comprehended in the less, that twenty-four hours 
tshould be, crowded into three: But there is none- 
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cei^ity of that supposition ; for as plme^ so time 
relating to a play, is either imaginary or real : The 
peal is comprehended in those three hours, more or 
less, in the space of which the play is represented ; 
the imaginary is that which is supposed to be taken 
up in the representation, as twenty-four hours, more 
or less. Now, no man ever could suppose, that 
twenty-four real hours could be included in the 
space of three ; but where is the al>surdity of affirm- 
ing, that the feigned business of twenty-four ima- 
gined hours, may not more naturally be represent- 
ed in the compass of three real hours, than the like 
feigned business of twenty-four years, in the same 
pro{)ortion of real time ? For the proportions are 
always real, and much nearer, by his permission, of 
twenty-four to three, than of four thousand to it. 

I am almost fearful of illustrating any thing by 
siitiilitude, lest he should confute it for an argu- 
m^it ; yet I think the comparison of a glass will 
discover very aptly the fallacy of his argument, 
both doncerning time and place. The strength of 
his reason depends on this, that the less cannot 
Comprehend the greater. I have already answered, 
that we need not suppose it does ; I say not that 
the less can comprehend the greater, but only, that 
it may represent it. As in a glass, or mirror, of 
half*a-yard diameter, a whole room, and many per- 
sons in it, may be seen at once ; not that it can 
comprehend that room, or those persons, but that 
it represents them to the sight. 

But the author of" The Duke of Lerma" is to be 
excused for his declaring against the unity of time ; 
for, if I be not much mistaken, he is an interested 
person ; — ^the time of that play taking up so many 
years, as the favour of the Duke of Lerma conti- 
nued ; nay, the second and third act including all 
the time of his prosperity, which was a great part 

8 
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of the reign of Philip the Third : For in Ae begin- 
ning of the second act he was not yet a ftivouiitQ 
and, before the end of the third, wa» in disgrace. I 
say not this with the least design of limiting the; 
stage too servilely to twenty-four hours, however 
he be pleased to tax me witih dogmatising on that 
point. In my Dialogue, as I before hinted, several 
persons maintained their several opinions : One of 
them, indeed, who supported the cause of tlie 
French poesy, said how strict they were in tl^ 
particular ; but he who answered, in behalf of our 
nation, was willing to give more latitude to tbe 
rule, and cites the words of Comeille himself, com- 
plaining against the severity of it, and observing, 
what beauties it banished from the stage, p. 44. dP 
my Essay. In few words, my own opinion is this^ 
(and I wiUingly submit it to my adversary, when 
he will please impartially to consider it,) that the 
imaginary time of every play ought to be contrived 
into as narrow a compass, as the nature of the pbt,* 
the quality of the persons, and variety of accidents 
will allow. In comedy, I would not exceed twen- 
ty-four or thirty hours ; for the plot, accidents, and 
persons, of comedy are small, and may be naturally 
turned in a little compass : But in tragedy, the de- 
sign -is weighty, and the persons great ; therefme, 
there will naturally be required a greater space of 
time in which to move them. And this, though 
Ben Jon son has not told us, yet it is manifesUy 
his opinion : For you see that to his comedies he 
allows generally but twenty -four hours; to his 
two tragedies, " Sejanus," and " Catilinfe," a much 
larger time, though he draws both of them into as 
narrow a compass as he can : For he shews, you 
only the latter end of Sejanus's favour, and the con- 
' spiracy of Catiline already ripe, and just breaking 
out into action. 



OF DRAMATIC POESY. 287 

But as it is an error, on the one side, to make too 

Seat a (fisproportion betwixt the imaginary time of 
e play, and the real time of its representation ; so, 
on the other side, it is an oversight to compress the 
accidents of a play into a narrower compass than 
tliat in which they could naturally be produced. 
Of this last error the French are seldom guilty, be- 
cause the thinness of their plots prevents them from 
it ; but few Englishmen, except Ben Jonson, have 
ever made a plot, with variety of design in it, in- 
cluded in twenty-four hours, which was altogether 
natural. For this reason, I prefer the " Silent Wo- 
man" before all other plays, I think justly, as I do 
its author, in judgment, above all other poets. Yet, 
of the two, I think that error the most pardonable, 
which in too strait a compass crowds together many 
accidents, since it produces more variety, and, con- 
sequently, more pleasure to the audience ; and, be^ 
cause the nearness of proportion betwixt the imagi- 
nary and real time, does speciously cover the com- 
presdon of the accidents. 

Thus I have endeavoured to answer the meaning 
of his argument ; for, as he drew it, I humbly con- 
ceive that it was none, — as will appear by his pro- 
position, and the proof of it.. His proposition was 
this: 

" If strictly and duly weighed, it is as impossible 
for one stage to present two rooms, or houses, as 
two countries, or kingdoms," &;c. And his proof 
this : '* For all being impossible, they are none of 
them nearest the truth or nature of what they pre- 
sent." 

Here you see, instead of proof or reason, there is 
ooly petilio prineipii. For, in plain words, his sense 
is tnis : Two things are as impossible as one another, 
because they are both equally impossible : But he 
takes those two things to be granted as impossible^ ' 
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which he ought to have proved such, before he had 
proceeded to prove them equally impossiUe : He 
should have made out first, that it was impossible 
for one stage to represent two houses, and then 
have gone forward to prove, that it was as equally 
impossible for a stage to present two houses, as two 
countries. 

After all this, the very absurdity, to whidi be 
would reduce me, is none at all : For he only drivel 
at this, that, if his argument be true, I must then 
acknowledge that there are degrees in impossibili- 
ties, which I easily grant him without dispute ; and, 
if I mistake not, Aristotle and the School are of my 
opinion. For there are some things which are ab- 
solutely impossible, and others which are only so 
ex parte ; as it is absolutely impossible for a thing 
to be^ and not to he Bt the same time : But for t 
stone to move naturally upward, is only impossi- 
ble ex parte materia ; but it is not impossible for 
the first mover to alter the nature of it. 

His last assault, like that of a Frenchman, is most 
feeble ; for whereas I have observed, that none have 
been violent against verse, but such only as have 
not attempted it, or have succeeded ill in their at- 
tempt, he will needs, according to his usual custom, 
improve my observation to an argument, that he 
might have the glory to confute it. But I lay my 
observation at his feet, as I do my pen, which I 
have often employed willingly in his deserved com- 
mendations, and now most unwillingly against his 
judgment. For his person and parts, I honour them 
as much as any man living, and have had so many 
particular obligations to him, that I should be very 
ungrateful, if I did not acknowledge them to the 
world. But I gave not the first occasion of this 
difference in opinions. In my Epistle Dedicatory, 
before my " Rival Ladies,*' I had said somewhat in 
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behalf of verse, which he was pleased to answer in 
his Preface to his plays. That occasioned my reply 
in my Essay ; and that reply begot this rejoinder of 
his, in his Preface to " The Duke of Lerma." But 
as I was the last who took up arms, I will be the 
first to lay them down; For what I have here 
written, I submit it wholly to him ; and if I do not 
hereafter answer what may be objected against this 
paper, I hope the world will not impute it to any 
other reason, than only the due respect which I 
have for so noble an opponent. 



VOL. II. 



THE INDIAN EMPEROR. 



The Indian Emperor ii the first of Drydeifg jdaji wUdi «»• 
hibitedj in a marked degree, the peculiarity or hia 9(ty\m, and 
drew upon him the attention of the world. Without equaDbr 
the extravagancies of The Conquest of Granada, and The Boju 
Martyr, works produced when our author was emboldened, hj 
public applause, to give full scope to his daring genhis, the ftf- 
lowing may be considered as a model of the heroic drama. A 
few words, therefore, will ikot be here misplaced, on the nature 
of the kind of tragedies, in which, during the earlier part of his 
literary career, our author delighted and excelled. 

The heroic, or rhyming, plays, were borrowed from the Frcnd^ 
to whose genius they are beUer suited than to the British. An 
analogy may be observed between all the different departmenti 
of the belles lettres ; and none seem more dosely allied, tbm 
the pursuits of the dramatic writer, and those of the composer of 
romances or novels. Both deal in fictitious adventure ; both write 
for amusement ; and address themselves nearly to the same diss 
of admirers. Nay, although the pride of the dramatist may be 
offended by the assertion, it would seem, that the nature or his 
walk is of^n prescribed by the successful impression of a novd 
upon the pubuc mind. If we laugh over low adventures in a 
novel, we soon see low comedy upon the stage : If we are honor- 
struck with a tale of robbers and murder in our doset, the dag* 
ger and the green carpet will not long remain imemployed m 
the theatre ; and if ghosts haunt our novels, they soon stalk 
amongst our scenes. Under this persuasion, we have little doubt 
that the heroic tragedies were the legitimate offspring of the 
French Romances of Calprenede and Scuderi. Such as may 
deign to open these venerable and neglected tomes, will be soob 
convinced of their extreme resemblance to the heroic drama. A 
remarkable feature in both, is the ideal world whidi they form 
for themselves. Eveiy sentiment is lolly, splendid, and striking; 
and no apology is admitted for any departure from the dignity 
of character, however natural or impressive. The beauty of Uie 
heroine, and the valour of the hero, must be alike resistless ; and 
the moving spring, through the whole action, is the overbearing 
passion of love. Their language and manners are as peculiar to 
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themsdves, as their prowess and susceptibility. The pastoral 
Arcadian does not differ more widely from an ordinary rustic, 
than these lofty persons do from the princes and kings of this 
world. Neither is any circumstance of national character, or 
manners, allowed as an apology for altering the established cha- 
racter^ which must be invariably sustained by the persons of the 
heroic drama. The religion, and the state of society of the coun- 
try where the scene is laid, may be occasionally alluded to as 
authority for varying a procession, or introducing new dresses 
and decorations ; but, in all other respects, an Indian Inca, atti- 
red in feathers, must hold the same aignity of deportment, and 
display the same powers of declamation, and ingenuity of argu- 
ment, with a Roman emperor in his purple, or a feudal warrior 
in his armour ; for the rule and decorum of this species of com- 
position is too peremptory, to give way either to the current of 
numan passions, or to the usages of nations. Gibbon has remark- 
ed, that the kings of the Gepide, and the Ostrogoths in Cor- 
n^e's tragedy of Attila, are profound politicians, and sentimen- 
tal lovers ;— a description which, with a varying portion of pride, 
courtesy, and heroism, will apply to almost all the characters in 
plays drawn upon this model. 

It is impossible to conceive any thing more different from the 
old English drama, than the heroic plays which were introduced 
by Charles 1 1. The former, in labouring to exhibit a variety and 
contrast of passions, tempers, or humours, frequently altogether 
neglected the dignity of the scene. In the heroical tragedy, on 
tbe other hand, nothing was to be indecorous, nothing grotesque : 
The personages were to speak, not as men, but as heroes ; to 
whom, as statuaries have assigned a superiority of stature, so 
these poets have given a uniform grandeur of feeling and of ex- 
nresaioiu It may be thought, that this monotonous splendour of 
diction would have palled upon an English audience, less plea- 
sed generally with refinement, however elegant, than with bursts 
of passion, and flights of novelty. But Dryden felt his force in 
the line which he chose to pursue and recommend. The inde- 
scribable charms of his versification gratified the ear of the pub- 
lic, while their attention was engaged by the splendour of his 
imagesi, and the matchless ingenuity of his arguments. It must 
alao be admitted, that, by their total neglect of the unities, our 
ancient dramatic authors shocked the fe^ngs of the more learn- 
ed, and embarrassed the understanding of the less acute, among 
the spectators. We do not hold it treason to depart from the 
strict rules respecting time and place, inculcated by the ancients, 
and followed in the heroic plays. But it will surely be granted 
to us, that, where they can be observed, without the sacrifice of 
ffreat beauties, or incurring such absurdities as Dennis has just* 
Ty charged upon Cato, the play will be proportionally more in- 
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telligible on the stage, and more pleasing in the doeet. And al- 
though we wiliingly censure the practice of driving argument, 
upon the stage, into metaphysical refinement, and rendering the 
contest of contrasted passions a mere combaet in logic, yet we 
must equally condemn those tragedies, in whicii the poet sketches 
out the character with a few broken common-plaoet, expressive 
of love, of rage, or of grief, and leaves the canvas to be filled op 
by the actor, according to his own taste, powtr, and inclination. 
The Indian Emperor is an instance, what beaatifbl poetry may 
be united to, we had almost said thrown away upon, the heroic 
drama. The very first scene exhibits much of uiose beauties, and 
their attendant deformities. A modem audience would hardly 
have sat in patience to hear more than the first extravagant and 
ludicrous supposition of Cortez : 

As if our old world modestly withdrew. 

And here, in private, had brought forth a new. 

But had they condemned the piece for this uncommon case of 
parturition, they would have lost the beautiful and melodioiu 
verses, in whicli Cortez, and his followers, describe the advaiH 
tages of the newly discovered world ; and they would have lost 
the still mor^ exquisite account, which, immediately aA»r, Gny- 
omar gives of the arrival of tlie Spanish fleet. Of tiie characters 
little /need be said ; they stalk on, in their own fairy land, in 
the same uniform livery, and with little peculiarity of discrimi- 
nation. All the men, from Montezuma down to Pizarro, are 
brave warriors ; and only vary, in proportion to the mitigating 
qualities which the poet has infused into their military ardour. 
The women are all beautiful, and all deeply in love ; difiering 
from each other only, as the haughty or tender predominates in 
their passion. But the charm of the poetry, and the ingenuity 
of the dialogue, render it impossible to peruse, without pleasure, 
a drama, the faults of which may be imputed to its structure, 
while its beauties are peculiar to Dryden. 

The plot of the Indian Emperor is certainly of our author's 
own composition ; since even the malignant assiduity of Lang' 
baine has been unable to point out any author from whom it is 
borrowed. The play was first acted in 1665, and received with 
great applause. 



CONNECTION 

OF 

THE I]^t)IAN EMPEROR 

. TO 

THE INDIAN QUEEN.* 



The conclusion of The Indian Que^n (part of 
which poem was wrote by me) left little matter for 
another story to be built on, there remaining >but 
two of th^ considerable characters alive, viz. Mon- 
ti^zuma and Orazia. Thereupon the author of this 
thought it necessary to produce new persons from 
the old ones ; and considering the late Indian 
Queen, before she loved Montezuma, lived in clan- 
destine marriage with her general Traxalla, from 
those two he has raised a son and two daughters, 
supposed to be left young orphans at their death. 
On the other side, he has given to Montezuma and 
Orazia, two sons and a daughter ; all now suppo- 
sed to be grown up to mens' and womens' estate ; 
and their mother, Orazia, (for whom there was no 
further use in the story,) lately dead. 



* This ar^^ument was printed, and dispersed amongst the au- 
dience upon the first night of representation. Mcnce Bayes is 
made to say, in The Rehearsal, that he had printed many reams, 
to instil into the audieuco sotxie conception of his plot. 
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So that you are to imagine about twenty years 
elapsed since the coronation of Montezuma ; who, 
in the truth of the history, was a great and glori- 
ous prince ; and in whose time happened the dis- 
covery and invasion of Mexico, by the Spaniards, 
under the conduct of Hernando Cortez, ymo, join- 
ing with the Traxallan Inctians, the inveterate ene- 
mies of Montezuma, wholly subverted thitf; flou- 
rishing empire ; — ^the conquest of which is the sub- 
ject of this dramatic poem. 

I have neither wholly followed the story, nor va- 
ried from it ; and, as near as I could, have traced 
the native simplicity and ignorance of the Indians, 
in relation to European customs ; — the shipping, 
armour, horses, swords, and guns of the Spaniards, 
being as new to them, as their habits and dieir lan- 
guage were to the Christians. 

The difference of their religion from ours, I have 
taken from the story itself; and that which you 
find of it in the first and fifth acts, toudiing the 
sufferings and constancy of Montezuma in his opi- 
nions, I have only illustrated, not altered, fix)m 
those who have written of it. 



PROLOGUE. 



Almighty critics ! whom our Indians here 
Worship, just as they do the devil—for fear ; 
In reverence to your power, I come this day, 
To give you timely warning of our play. 
The scenes are old, the habits are the same 
We wore last year before the Spaniards came.* 
Now, if you stay, the blood, that shall be shed 
From this poor play, be all upon your head. 
We neither promise you one dance, or show ; 
Then plot, and language, they are wanting too : 
but you, kind wits, wm thosfe light faults excuse. 
Those are the common frailties of the muse; 
Which, who observes^ he buys his place too dear ; 
For 'tis your business to be cozened here. 
These wretched spies of wit must then confess, 
Th^ take .more pains to please themselves the lessi 
Grant us such judges, Phoebus, we request. 
As still mistake themselves into a jest ; 
Such easy judges, that our poet may 
Himself admire the fortune of his play ; 
And, arrogantly, as his fellows do. 
Think he writes well, because he pleases you. 
This he conceives not hard to bring about, 
If all of you would join to help him out ; . 
Would each man taKe but what he understands. 
And leave the rest upon the poet's hands. 



* Alluding to The Indian Queen, in which the scene is laid before the arrival 
of the Spaniards in America, and which was acted in 166i, as this was in 1665 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



INDIAN MEN. 

Montezuma, Emperor qf Menwo. 
Odmab, his eldest son. 
Guy OMAR, his younger sofh. 
Orbellan, son of me tate Indian Queen by 

Tr AX ALL A. 

High Priest of the Sun. 

WOMEN. 

Cydabia, Montezuma's davghter. 
Almeria, 1 Sisters; and daughters to the late 
Alibech, ) Indian Queen. 

SPANIARDS. 

Cortez, the Spanish General. 
l^^llll^\ Ommanders upder him. 



SCENE — Mexico^ and tu)o leagves about it. 



THE 



INDIAN EMPEROR. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— A pleasant Indian country. 

Enter Cortez, Vasquez, PizaUro, with Sjxi- 
niards and Indians of their parti/. 

Cort On what new happy climate are we thrown. 
So long kept secret, and so lately known ; 
As if our old world modestly withdrew. 
And here in private had brought forth a new ? 

Fasq. Corn, oil, and wine, are wanting to this 
ground, 
In which our countries fruitfully abound ; 
As if this infant world, yet unairay'd. 
Naked and bare in Nature's lap were laid. 
No useful arts have yet found footing here. 
But all untaught and savage does appear. 

Cort Wild and untaught are terms which wc 
alone 
Invent, for fashions differing from our own ; 
For all their customs are by nature wrought. 
But we^ by art^ unteach what nature taught. 
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Pk. In Spain, our springs, like old m^i's diil> 
dren, be 
Decay'd and withered from their infancy : 
No kindly showers fall on our barren earth. 
To hatch the season in a timely birth : 
Our summer such a russet livery wears, 
*As in a garment often dyed appears. 

Cort Here nature spreads her fruitful sweetness 
round, 
Breathes in the air, and broods upon the ground : 
Here days and nights the only seasons be ; 
The sun no climate does so gladly see. 
When forced from hence, to view our parts, he 

' mourns ; 
Takes little joumies, and makes quick returns. 

Vasq. Methinks, we walk in dreamson Fairy-land, 
Where golden oxe lies mixt with common sand ; 
Each downfal of a flood, the mountains pour 
From their rich bowels, rolls a silver shower. 

Cort. Heaven from all ages \Yisely did provide 
This wealth, and for the bravest nation hide, 
Who, with four hundred foot and forty horse. 
Dare boldly go a new-found world to force. 

Piz. Our men, though valiant, we should find 
too few. 
But Indians join the Indians to subdue ; 
Taxallan, shook by Montezuma's powers. 
Has, to resist his forces, called in ours. 

f^asq. Rashly- to arm against so great a king, 
I hold not safe ; nor is it just to bring 
A war, without a fair defiance made. 

Piz. Declare we first our quarrel ; then invade. 

Cort Myself, my king's ambassador, will go ; 
Speak, Indian guide, how far to Mexico ? 

Ind. Your eyes can scarce so far a prospect make, 
As to discern the dty on the lake ; . . 
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that Ixoad causeway will direct your way, 
And ywi may reach the town by noon of day. 
X)ort. Command a party of our Indians out, 
With a strict charge, not to engage, but scout. 
By noble ways we conquest will prepare ; 
First, offer peace, and, that refused, make war. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE U.—A Temple. 

The High Priest^ tvith other Priests. To them an 

Indian. 

Ind. Haste, holy priest, it is the king's command. 

High Pr. When sets he forward ? 

Ind. He is near at hand. 

JS^h Pr. The incense is upon the altar placed. 
The bloody sacrifice already past ; ' 
Five hundred captives saw the rising sun. 
Who lost their light, ere half his race was run. 
That which remains we here must celebrate ; 
Where, far from noise, without the city gate, • 
The peaceful power that governs love repairs, 
To feast upon soft vows and silent prayers. 
We for his royal presence only stay. 
To end the rites of this so solemn day. J[Exit Ind. 

Enter Montezuma ; his eldest son^ Odmar ; his 
daughter, Cydaiiia ; Almeria, Alibech, Or- 
BELLAN, and Train. They place themselves. 

High Pr. On your birthday, while we sing 
To our Gods and to our King, 
Her, among this beauteous quire, 
Whose perfections you admire. 
Her, who fairest does appear. 
Crown her Queen of all the year, • 
Of the year and of the day. 
And at her feet your garland lay. 
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Odin. My father this way does his looks direct ; 
Heaven grant, he give it not where I suspect ! 
[Montezuma risesy goes about Ae Ldidies^ and 
at length stays at Almeria, and iaws^ 
Mont. Since my Orazia's deaths I hare not seen 
A beauty, so deserving to be Queen, 
As fair Almeria. 

Aim. Sure he will not know 

[ To her brother and sister , aside. 
My birth I to that injured princess owe. 
Whom his hard heart not only love denied. 
But in her sufferings took unmanly pride. 

Alib. Since Montezuma will his choice renew, 
In dead Orazia's room electing you, 
'Twill please our mother's ghost that you succeed 
To all the glories of her rival's bed. 

Aim. If news be carried to the shades below. 
The Indian Queen will be more pleased; to know, 
That I his scorns on him, who scom'd her, pay. 
Orb. Would you could right her some more 
noble way ! 
{She turns to him, who is kneeling ali this "while. 
Mont. Madam, this posture is for heaven designed, 

{JS^neeliug. 
And what moves heaven I hope may make you 
kind. 
Aim. Heaven may be kind; the gods uninjured 
live. 
And crimes below cost little to forgive. 
By thee, inhuman, both my parents died ; 
One by thy sword, the other by thy pride. 

Mont. My haughty mind no fate could ever bow, 
Yet I must stoop to one, who scorns me now. 
Is there no pity to my sufferings due ? 
Aim. Asmuch as what my mother foundfrom you. 
Mont. Your another's wrongs a recom pence shall 
meet ; 
I lay my sceptre at her daughter's feet. 
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^/w».;He,who does now my least couiniands obey, 
Would call me queen, and take my power away. 

Odm. Can he hear this, and not his fetters break? 
Is love so powerful, or his soul so weak? 
I'll fright her from it. — Madam, though you see 
The king is kind, I hope your modesty 
Will know, what distance to the crown is due. 

Aim. Distance and modesty prescribed by you ! 

Odm. Almeria dares not think such thoughts as ^ 
these. 

Aim. She dares both think and act what thoughts 
she please. 
*T4s much bek>w me on his throne to sit ; 
But when I do, you shall petition it. 

Odm. If, sir, Almeria does your bed partake, 
I mourn for ray forgotten mother's sake. 

Mont. When parents' loves are order'd by a son. 
Let streams prescribe their fountains where to run. 

Odm. In all I urge, I keep my duty still, 
. Not rule your reason, but instruct your will. 

Mont Small use of reason in that prince is shown. 
Who follows other's, and neglects his own. 

[Almeria to Orbellan and Alibech, who 
are this while whispering to her. 

Aim. No, he shall ever love, and always be 
The subject of my scorn and cruelty. 

• Orb. To prove the lasting torment of his life. 
You must not be his mistress, but his wife. 
Few know what care an husband's peace destroys. 
His real griefs, and his dissembled joys. 

Aim. What mark of pleasing vengeance could 
Jbe shown, 
If I, to break his quiet, lose my own ? 

Orh. A brother's life upon your love relies, 
Since I do homage to Cydaria's eyes : 
How can her father to my hopes be kind. 
If in your heart he no example find ? 
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Aim. To save your life 111 suffer any thing. 
Yet 111 not flatter this tempestuous king ; 
But work his stubborn soul a nobler way. 
And, if he love. 111 force him to obey. — 
I take this garland, not as given by you, 

[To Mont. 
But as my merit and my beauty's, due. 
As for the crown, that you, my slave, possess. 
To share it with you would but inake me less. 

Enter Guyomar hastily. 

Odm. My brother Guyomar ! methinks I spy 
Haste in his steps, and wonder in his eye. 

Mont. 1 sent thee to the frontiers ; quickly tefl 
The cause of thy return ; are all things well ? 

Gay. I went, in order, sir, to your command. 
To view the utmost limits of the land : 
To that sea-shore where no more world is found. 
But foaming billows breaking on the ground ; 
Where, for a while, my eyes no object met. 
But distant skies, that in the ocean set ; 
And low-hung clouds, that dipt themselves in rain, 
To shake their fleeces on the earth again. 
At last, as far as I could cast my eyes 
Upon the sea, somewhat, methought, did rise. 
Like blueish mists, which, still appearing more, 
Took dreadful shapes, and moved towards the shore. 

Mont. What forms did these new wonders re- 
present ? 

Guy. More strange than what your wonder can 
invent. 
The object, I could first distinctly view. 
Was tall straight trees, which on the waters flew ; 
Wings on their sides, instead of leaves, did grow, 
Which gatheredall thebreath the winds could blow: 
And at their roots grew floating palaces. 
Whose outblowed bellies cut the yielding seas. 

1 
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ManL What divine monsters, O ye Grods, were 
these. 
That float in air, and fly upon the seas ! — 
Came they alive, or dead, upon the shore ? 

Cruy. Alas, they lived too sure; I heard them roar. 
All turn'd their sides, and to each other spoke ; 
I saw their words break out in fire and smoke. 
Sure 'tis their voice, th&t thunders from on high,' 
Or these the younger brothers of the sky. 
Deaf with the noise, I took my hasty flight ; 
No mortal courage can support the fright. 

High Pr. Old prophecies foretel our fall at hand. 
When bearded men in floating castles l^idv 
I fear it is of dire portent. 

Mont Go see 
What it foreshows, and what the Grod^ decree. 
Meantime proceed we to what rites remain. — 
Odmar, of all this presence does contain. 
Give her your wreath, whom you esteem most fair. 

Odm. Above the rest I judge one beauty rare. 
And may that beauty prove as kind to me, 

\^He gives Alibech the wreath. 
As I am sure fair Alibech is she. 

Mont. You, Guyomar, must next perform your 
part. 

Cruy. I want a garland, but I'll give a heart. 
My brother's pardon I must first impljDre, 
Since I with him fair Alibech adore. 

Odm. That all should Alibech adore, 'tis true ; 
But some respect is to my birthright due. 
My claim to ner by eldership I prove. 

. Guy. Age is a plea in empire, not in love. 

Odm. I long have staid for this solemnity. 
To make my passion public. 

&tfy. So have I. 

Odm. But from her birth my soul has been her slave ; 
My heart recdved the first wounds which she gave. 
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I watch'd the early glories of her eyes^ 

As men for daybreak watch the eastern skies. 

Guy. It seems my soul then moved the quicker 
pace; 
Yours first set out, mine reach'd her in the race. 

Mont. Odmar, your choice I cannot disapprove; 
Nor justly, Guyomar, can blame your love. 
To Alibech alone refer your suit. 
And let her sentence finish your dispute. 

Alib. You think me, sir, a mistress quickly won, 
So soon to finish what is scarce begun. 
In thb surprise should I a judgment make, 
'Tis answering riddles ere I'm well awake. 
If you oblige me suddenly to chuse. 
The choice is made, for I must both refuse. 
For to myself I owe this due regard, . 
Not to make love my gift, but my reward. 
Time best will show, whose services will last. 

Odm. Then judge my future service by my past. 
What I shall be, by what I was, you know. 
That love took deepest root, whidi first did grow. 

Guy. That love, which first was set, will first de- 
cay ; 
Mine, of a fresher date, will longer stay. 

Odm. Still you forget my birth. 

Guy. But you, I see. 
Take care still to refresh my memory. 
~ Mont My sons, let your unseemly discxnrd cease; 
If not in friendship, live at least in peace.- — 
Orbell^n, where you love, bestow your wreath. 

Orh. My love I dare not, even in whispers, breathe. 

Mont. A virtuous love may venture any thing. 

Orh. Not to attempt the daughter of my king. 

Mont. Whither is all my former fury gone ? 
Once more I have Traxalla's chains put on. 
And by his children am in triumph led. 
Too well the living have revenged the dead ! 
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Aim. You think my brother born your enemy ; 
He's of Traxalla's blood, and so am I. 

Mont In vain I strive. 
My lion-heart is with love's toils beset ; 
Struggling I fall still deeper in the net. 
Cydaria, your new lover's garland take. 
And use him kindly for your father's sake. 

Cyd. So strong an hatred does my nature sway, 
That, spite of duty, I must disobey. 
Besides, you warn'd me still of loving two ; 
Can I love him, already loving you ? 

Enter a Guard hastily. 

Mont. You look amazed, as if some sudden fear 
Had seized your hearts ; is any danger near ? 

1 Guard. Behind the covert, where this temple 

stands. 
Thick as the shades, there issue swarming bands 
Of ambush'd men, whom, by their arms and dress, 
To be Taxallan enemies I guess. 

2 Cruard. The temple, sir, is almost compass'd 

round. 
Mont. Some speedy way for passage must be 

found. 
Make to the city by the postern gate, 
I'll either force my victory, or fate ; 
A glorious death in arms I'll rather prove, 
Than stay to perish tamely by my love. ^Exeunt. 

An alarm within. Enter Montezuma, Odmar, 
GuvoMAR, Alibech, Orbellan, Cydaria, 
Almeria, a^ pursued hy TaxaUans. 

Mont. No succour from the town ? 
Odm. None, none is nigh. 
Cruy. We are inclosed, and must resolve to die. 
Mont. Fight for revenge, now hope of life is past ; 
But one stroke more, and that will be my last. 

VOL. II. u 
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Enter Cortez, Vasquez, Pizarro, to the Tax- 
allans. Cortez stays themyjustJfidUng on. 

Cort Contemn'd ? my orders broke even in my 
sight ? 
Did I not strictly charge, you should not fight ? 

[ To his Indiafu. 
Ind. Your choler, general, does unjustly rise. 
To see your friends pursue your enemies. 
The greatest and most cruel foes we have. 
Are these, whom you would ignorantly save. 
By ambush'd men, behind their temple laid. 
We have the King of Mexico betray'd. 

Cort. Where, banish'd Virtue, wilt thou shew 
thy &oe. 
If treachery infects thy Indian race ? — 
Dismiss your rage, and lay your weapons by ; 
Kjiow I protect them, and they shall not die. 
Ind. O wondrous mercy, shewn to foes distrest ! 
Cort. Call them not so, when once with odds 
opprest ; 
Nor are they foes my clemency defends. 
Until they have refiised the name of friends. 
Draw up our Spaniards by themselves, then fire 
Our guns on all, who do not strait retire. [ To Vasq- 
Ind. O mercy, mercy ! at thy feet we fall, 

[Indians kneeling. 
Before thy roaring Gk)ds destroy us all. 
See, we retreat without the least reply ; 
Keep thy Gk)ds silent ! if they speak we die. 

[ The TaxaUans retire. 
Mont. The fierce TaxaUans lay their weapons 
down. 
Some miracle in our relief is shewn. 

Guy. These bearded men in shape and colour be 
Like those I saw come floating on the sea. 

[MoKT. kneds to Cort. 
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Mont. Patron of Mexico, and Grod of wars. 
Son of the sun, and brother of the stars 

Cort Great monarch, your devotion you mis- 
place. 

M(mt Thy actions shew thee bom of heavenly 
race. 
If then thou art that cruel God, whose eyes 
Delight in blood, and human sacrifice. 
Thy dreadful altars I with slaves will store. 
And feed thy nostrils with hot reeking gore ; 
Or if that mild and gentle Gtod thou be. 
Who dost mankind below with pity see. 
With breath of incense I will glad thy heart ; 
But if, like us, of mortal seed thou art. 
Presents of choicest fowls, and finiits I'll bring. 
And in my realms thou shalt be more than king. 

Cort Monarch of empires, and deserving more 
Than the sun sees upon your western shore ; 
Liike you a man, and hither led by fame. 
Not by constraint, but by my choice, I came ; 
Ambassador of peace, if peace you chuse. 
Or herald'of a war, if you refuse. 

Mont. Whence, or from whom, dost thou these 
ojQers bring ? 

Cort. From Charles the Fifth, the world's most 
potent king. 

Mont. Some petty prince, and one of little fame. 
For to this hour I never heard his name. 
The two great empires of the world I know. 
That of Peru, and this of Mexico ; 
And since the earth none larger does afford. 
This Charles is some poor tributary lord. 

Cort. You speak of that small part of earth you 
know ; 
But betwixt us and you wide oceans flow. 
And wat*ry deserts of so vast extent. 
That passing hither four full moons we spent. 



308 THE INDIAN EMFEEOB. ACT I. 

Mont. But say, what news, what offers dost thou 
bring 
From so remote, and so unknown a king ? 

[ While V ASQUEZ speaks^ Cortez spies the ladies 
and goes to thein^ enterfaining Cydabia vASk 
courtship in dumb shew. 

Vasq. Spain's mighty monarch, to whom heaven 
thinks fit, 
That all the nations of the earth submit. 
In gracious clemency, does condescend 
On these conditions to become your friend : 
First, that of him you shall your sceptre hold ; 
Next, you present him with your useless gold ; 
Last, that you leave those idols you implore^ 
And one true deity with him adore. 

Mont. You speak your prince a mighty emperor, 
But lus demands have spoke him proud and poor ; 
He proudly at my fi:ee-bom sceptre flies, 
Yet poorly begs a metal I despise. 
Gold thou may'st take, whatever thou canst find, 
Save what for sacred uses is design'd. 
But, by what right pretends your king to be 
The sovereign lord of all the world and me ? 

Pix. The sovereign priest 

Who represents on earth the powa: of heaven. 
Has this your empire to our monarch given. 

Mont. Ill does he represent the powers above. 
Who nourishes debate, not preaches love. 
Besides, what greater folly can be shown ? 
He gives another what is not his own. 

Vasq. His power must needs unquestioned be 
below. 
For he in heaven an empire can bestow. 

Mont.. Empires in heaven he with more ease may 
give. 
And you, perhaps, would with less thanks receive ; 
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But heaven has need of no such viceroy here, 
Itself bestows the crowns that monarchs wear. 

Piz. You wrong his power, as you mistake our 
end, 
Who came thus far religion to extend. 

Mont He, who religion truly understands. 
Knows its extent must be in men, not lands. 

Odm. But who are those that truth must propa- 
gate 
Within the confines of my father's state ? 

Fasq. Religious men, who hither must be sent 
As awful guides of heavenly government ; 
To teach you penance, fasts, and abstinence. 
To punish bodies for the soul's offence. 

mont. Cheaply you sin, and punish crimes with 
ease. 
Not as the offended, but the offenders please; 
First injure heaven, and, when its Wtath is due, 
Yourselves prescribe it how to punish you. 

Odm. Wnat numbers of these holy men must 
come? 

Pin. You shall not want, each village shall have 
• some ; 
Who, though the royal dignity they own, 
Are equal to it, and depend on none. 

Guy. Depend on none ! you treat them sure in 
state. 
For 'tis their plenty does their pride create. 

Mont Those ghostly kings would parcel out my 
power, 
And all the fatness of my land devour. 
That monarch sits not safely on his throne. 
Who bears, within, a power that shocks his own. 
They teach obedience to imperial sway. 
But think it sin if they themselves obey. 

Vasq. It seems, then, our religion you accuse. 
And peaceful homage to our king refuse. 
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Mont. Your Gods I slight not, but will keep my 
own; 
My crown is absolute, and holds of ncme. 
I cannot in a base subjection live. 
Nor suffer you to take, though I would give. 

Cort Is iJiis your answer, sir ? 

Mont. This, as a prince. 

Bound to my people's and my orown's defence, 
I must return ; but, as a man, by you 
Redeem'd from death, all gratitude is due. 

Cart It was an act my honour bound me to. 
But what I did, were I again to do, 
I could not do it on my honour's score. 
For love would now oblige me to do more. 
Is no way left that we may yet agree ? 
Must I have war, yet have no ^nemy ? 

Vcisq. He has refused all terms of peace to take. 

Mont. Since we must fight, hear, heavens, what 
prayers I make 1 
First, to preserve this ancient state and me. 
But if your doom the fall of both decree. 
Grant only he, who has such honour shown. 
When I am dust, may fill my empty throne ! 

Cort. To make me happier than that wish can 
do. 
Lies not in all your Gods to grant, but you ; 
Let this fair princess but one minute stay, 
A look fi"om her will your obligements pay. 

[^Exeunt Montezuma, Odmar, Guygmar, Or- 
BELLAN, Almeria, and Alibech. 

Mont, to Cyd. Your duty in your quick return 

be shewn, 

Stay you, and wait my daughter to the town. 

[ To his guards. 
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ft __^ 

^ [Cydaria is going, but turns and looks hack upon 
CoRTEZ, who is looking on her aU this while. 

Cyd. My father's gone, and yet I cannot go ; 
Sure I have something lost or left behind ! [Aside. 

Cort. Like travellers who wander in the snow, 
I on her beauty gaze till I am blind. \Aside. 

Cyd. Thick breath, quick pulse, and heaving of 
my heart. 
All signs of some unwonted change appear. 

I find myself unwilling to depart. 
And yet I know not why I would be here. 

Stranger, you raise such torments in my breast. 
That when I go, (if I must go again) 

I'll tell my father you have robb'd my rest. 
And to him of your injuries complain. 

Cort Unknown, I swear, those wrongs were 
which I wrought. 
But my complaints will much more just appear. 

Who from another world my freedom brought. 
And to your conquering eyes have lost it here. 

Cyd. Where is that other world, fi'om whence you 
came? 

Cort. Beyond the ocean, far from hence it lies. 

Cyd. Your other world, I fear, is then the same. 
That souls must go to when the body dies. 

But what's the cause that keeps you here with me. 
That I may know what keeps me here with you ? 

Cort. Mine is a love whidi must perpetual be. 
If you can be so just as I am true. 

Enter Orbellan. 

Orb. Your father wonders much at your delay. 
Cyd. So great a wonder for so small a stay ! 
Orb. He has commanded you with me to i^ 
Cyd. Has he not sent to bring the stra 
Orb. If he to-morrow* dares in fight 
His high-placed love perhaps may c 
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Cort Dares! — that word was never spoke to 
Spaniard yet, 
But forfeited his life, who gave him it ; 
Haste quickly with thy pledge of safety hence, 
Thy guilt's protected by her innocence. 

Cyd. Sure in some fatal hour my love was bom, 
So soon o'ercast with absence in the mom ! 
Cort. Turn hence those pointed glories of your 
eyes; 
For if more charms beneath those drcles rise» 
So weak my virtue, they so strong appear^ 
I shall turn ravisher to keep you here. 

[^Exeuni. 

ACT II. 

SCENE \.^The Magician's Cave. 

• ^^^^ 

Enter Montezuma, and High-Priest. 

Mont. Not that I fear the utmost fate can do, 
Come I the event of doubtful war to know ; 
For life and death are things indifferent. 
Each to be chose as either brings content. 
My motive from a nobler cause does spring. 
Love rules my heart, and is your monarch's king ; 
I more desire to know Almeria's mind. 
Than all that heaven has for my state designed. 

High Pr. By powerful charms, which nothing 
can withstand^ 
I'll force the Gods to tell what you demand. 

CHAEM. 

Thou moon, that aid'st us with thy magic might, 
And ye small stars, the scatter'd seeds of light. 
Dart your pale beams into this gloomy place. 
That the sad powers of the infernal race 
May read above what's hid from human eyes, 
And in your walks see empires fall >and rise. 
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And ye, immortal souls, who once were men. 
And now, resolved to elements again. 
Who wait for mortal frames in depths below. 
And did before what we are doom'd to do ; 
Once, twice, and thrice, I wave my sacred wand : 
Ascend, ascend, ascend at my command ! 

[An earthy Spirit rises. 
Spir. In vain, O mortal men ! your prayers im- 
plore 
The aid of powers below, which want it more. 
A God more strong, who all the Gods commands. 
Drives us to exile from our native lands ; 
The air swarms thick with wandering deities, 
W^hich drowsily, like humming beetles, rise 
From our loved earth, where peacefully we slept. 
And, far from heaven, a long possession kept. 
The frighted satyrs, that in woods delight. 
Now into plains with prick'd-up ears take flight ; 
And scudding thence, while they their horn-feet 

, ply* 

About their sires the little silvans cry. 

A nation loving gold must rule this place. 

Our temples ruin, and our rites deface. 

To them, O king ! is thy lost sceptre given. 

Now mourn thy fatal search, for since wise heaven 

More ill than good to mortals does dispense. 

It is not safe to have too quick a sense. [Descends. 

Mant Mourn they, who think repining can re- 
move 
The firm decrees of those, who rule above ; 
The brave are safe within, who still dare die. 
Whene'er I fall, I'll scorn my destiny. 
Doom as they please my empire not to stand, 
I'll grasp ray sceptre with my dying hand. 

High Pr. Those earthy spirits black and envious 
are; 
I'll call up other Gods of form more fair. 
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Who visions dress in pleasing colour stilly 
Set all the good to shew, and hide the ilL*— 
Sjdib, ascend, my fair-spoke servant rise. 
And sooth my heart with pleasing prophecies. 

Kalib ascends all in white, in shape of a woman, 

and sings. 

Kal. / looked and mw within the hook ofjute^ 

Where many days did hur^ 

When^ lo ! one happy hiAir 
Leapt up, and smiled to save thy sinking state : 

A day shM C(me when in thy power 

Thy cruel Joes shall he ; 

Then shall thy land be free. 

And thou in peace shaU reign. 
But take, O take that ojmortunity. 
Which, once refused, mil never come again. 

[Descends. 
Mont. I shall deserve my fate, if I retuse 
That happy hour which heaven allots to use. 
But of my crown thou too much care dost take ; 
That which I value more, my love's at stake. 

High Pr. Arise, ye subtle spirits, that can spy. 
When love is entered in a female's eye ; 
You, that can read it in the midst of doubt. 
And in the midst of frowns can find it out ; 
You, that can search those many comer'd minds. 
Where woinen's crooked fancy turns and winds; 
You, that can love explore, and truth impart. 
Where both lie deepest hid in woman's heart. 
Arise 

\^The ghosts o/'Traxalia andAcACis arise ; they 
stand still, and point at Mont£ZUMA. 

High Pr. I did not for these ghastly visions 
send ; 
Their sudden coming does some ill portend. 
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Begone, — ^begone ! — ^They will not disappear ! 
My soul is seized with an unusual fear. 

Mont. Point on, point on, and see whom you can 
\ fright. — 

Shame and confusion seize these shades of night !-^ 
* Ye thin and empty forms, am I your sport ? 

[ 2%e^ smile. 

\ If you were flesh 

You know you durst not use me in this sort. 

[^The ghost of the Indian Queen rises betwixt the 
ghosts, with a dagger in her breast. 

Mont Ha! 
I feel my hair grow stiff, my eye-balls roll ! 
This is the only form could shake my soul. 

Ghost. The hopes of thy successful love resign ; 
Know, Montezuma, thou art only mine ; 
For those, who here on earth their passion show 
By death for love, receive their right below. 
Why dost thou then delay my longing arms ? 
Have cares, and age, and mortal life such charms ? 
The moon grows sickly at the sight of day. 
And early cocks have summon'd me away. 
Yet ril appoint a meeting-place below. 
For there fierce winds o'er dusky vallies blow. 
Whose every puff bears empty shades away. 
Which guideless in those dark dominions stray. 
Just at the entrance of the fields below. 
Thou shalt behold a tall black poplar grow ; 
Safe in its hollow trunk I will attend. 
And seize thy spirit when thou dost descend. 

[JDescends. 

Mont. I'll seize thee there, thou messenger of 

fate. 

Would my short life had yet a shorter date ! 
I'm weary of this flesh which holds us here, 
And dastards manly souls with hope and fear ; 

8 
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These lieats and colds still in 6ur breast make war, 
Agues and fevers all our passions are. [^Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

Cydaria and Alibech, betwixt the two armies. 

Alib. Blessings will crown your name, if you pre- 
vent 
That blood, which in this battle will be spent ; 
Nor need you fear so just a suit to move. 
Which both becomes your duty and your love. 
Cyd. But think you he will come ? their camp is 
near, 
And he already knows I wait him here. 

AUh. You are too young your power to under- 
stand, 
Lfovers take wing upon the least command ; 
Already he is here. 

Enter Cortez and Vasquez to them. 

Cort. Methinks, like two black storms on either 
hand. 
Our Spanish army and your Indians stand ; 
This only space betwixt the clouds is dear. 
Where you, like day, broke loose from both appear. 
Cyd. Those closing skies might still continue 
bright, 
But who can help it, if you'll make it night ? 
The Gods have given you power of life and death, 
Like them to save, or ruin with a breath. 

Cort That power they to your father did dis- 
pose ; 
'Twas in his choice to make us friends or foes. 
Alib. Injurious strength would rapine still ex- 
cuse. 
By offering terms the weaker must refuse ; 
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And such as these your hard conditions are. 
You threaten peace, and you invite a war. 

Cort If for myself to conquer here I came. 
You might perhaps my actions j ustly blame. 
!Now I am sent, and am not to dispute 
My prince's orders, but to execute. 

Alih. He who his prince so blindly does obey. 
To keep his faith his virtue throws away. 

Cort. Monarchs may err ; but should each private 
breast 
Judge their ill acts, they would dispute their best. 

Cyd. Then all your care is for your prince, I see ; 
Your truth to him outweighs your love to me. 
You may so cruel to deny me prove. 
But never after that pretend to love. 

Cart. Command my life, and I will soon obey ; 
To save my honour I my blood will pay. 

Cyd. What is this honour which does love con- 
troul ? 

Cort. A raging fit of virtue in the soul ; 
A painful burden which great minds must bear, 
Obtain'd with danger, and possest with fear. 

Cyd. Lay down that burden if it painful grow ; 
You'll find, without it, love will lighter go. 

Cort. Honour, once lost, is never to be found. 

Alih. Perhaps he looks to have both passions 
crown'd ; 
First dye his honour in a purple flood. 
Then court the daughter in the father's blood. 

Cort. The edge of war I'll from the battle take. 
And spare her father's subjects for her sake. 

Cyd. 1 cannot love you less when I'm refused. 
But I can die to be unkindly used ; 
Where shall a maid's distracted heart find rest. 
If she can miss it in her lover's breast ? 

Cort. I till to-morrow will the fight delay ;. 
Remember you have conquer'd me to-day. 
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Alih. This grant destroys all you have urged be- 
fore; 
Honour could not give this, or can give more. 
Our women in the foremost ranks appear ; 
March to the fight, and meet your mistress there. 
Into the thickest squadrons she must run ; 
Kill her, and see what honour will be won, 

Cyd, I must be in the battle, but I'll go 
With empty quiver, and unbended bow ; 
Not draw an arrow in this fatal strife. 
For fear its point should reach your noble life. 

Enter Pizarro, 

Cort. No more ; your kindness wounds me to 
the death. 
Honour, be gone ! what art thou but a breath ? 
I'll live, proud of my infamy and shame. 
Graced with no triumph but a lover's name ; 
Men can but say, love did his reason blind. 
And love's the noblest frailty of the mind. — 
Draw off my men ; the wai?s already done. 

Pi%. Your orders come too late, the fighf s begun ; 
The enemy gives on, with fury led. 
And fierce OrbeUan combats at their head. 

Cort He justly fears, a peace with me would 
prove 
Of ill concernment to his haughty love.— 
Retire, fair excellence ! I go to meet 
New honour, but to lay it at your feet. 

\^Exeunt Cortez, Vasquez, and Pizarbo. 

Enter Odmar and Guyomar, to Alibech and 

Cydaria. 

Odm. Now, madam, since a danger does appear 
Worthy my courage, though below my fear ; 
Give leave to him, who may in battle die. 
Before his death, to ask his destiny. 
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Gruy. He cannot die, whom you command to 
live ; 
Before the fight, you can the conquest give ; 
Speak, where you'll place it ? 

Alib. Briefly, then, to both. 
One I in secret love, the other loathe ; 
But where I hate, my hate I will not show. 
And he, I love, my love shall never know ; 
True worth shall gain me, that it may be said. 
Desert, not fancy, once a woman led. 
He who, in fight, his courage shall oppose. 
With most success, against his country's foes. 
From me shall all that recompence receive. 
That valour merits, or that love can give. 
*Tis true, my hopes and fears are all for one. 
But hopes and fears are to myself alone. 
Let him not shun the danger of the strife ; 
I but his love, his country claims his life. 

Odm. All obstacles my courage shall remove, 

Cruy. Fall on, fall on. 

Odm. For liberty ! 

Cruy. For love ! [^Exeunt ^ the wcmien foUowing. 

SCENE III. — Changes to the Indian country. 

Enter Montezuma, attended by the Indians, 

M(mt. Charge, charge! their ground the faint 
Taxallans yield ! 
Bold in close ambush, base in open field. 
The envious devil did my fortune wrong : — 
Thus fought, thus conquer'd I, when I was young. 

[Exit. 

Alarm. Enter Cortez bloody. 

Cort. Furies pursue these false Taxallans' flight ! 
Dare they be friends to us, and dare not fight ? 
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What friends can cowards be, what hopes appear 
Of help from such, who, where they hate, shew 
fear ! 

Efiter PizARRO and Vasquez. 

Piz. The field grows thin ; and those, that now 
remain, 
Appear but like the shadows of the slain. 

Vasq. The fierce old king is vanish'd from the 
place. 
And, in a cloud of dust, pursues the chace. 

Cort. Their eager chase disordered does appear, 
Command our horse to charge them in the rear: 

[ To FiZABBa 
You to our old Gastilian foot retire, [ To Vasq. 
Who yet stand firm, and at their backs give fire. 

{^Exeunt severcUs* 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Odmau and Guyomar, meeting each other 

171 the battle. 

Odm. Where hast thou been, since first the fight 
began. 
Thou less than woman in the shape of man ? . 

GtiT/. Where I have done what may thy envy 
move. 
Things worthy of my birth, and of my love. 

Odm. Two bold Taxallans with one dart I slew, 
And left it sticking ere my sword I drew. 

Guy. I sought not honour on so base a train, 
Such cowards by our women may be slain ; 
I fell'd along a man of bearded face. 
His limbs all cover'd with a shining case : 
So wondrous hard, and so secure of wound. 
It made my sword, though edged with flint, re- 
bound. 
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Odm. I kilPd a double man ; the one half lay 
Upon the ground, the other ran away. 

[Guns go offmtJnn. 

Enter Montezuma, out of breath, with him Ali- 

BECH, and an Indian. 

Mont. All is lost ! — 
Our foes with lightning and with thunder fight ; 
My men in vain shun death by shameful flight. 
For deaths invisible come wing'd with fire, 
Fhey hear a dreadful noise, and strait expire. 
Fake, gods ! that soul, ye did in spite create. 
And made it great, to be unfortunate. 
ni fate for me unjustly you provide. 
Great souls are sparks ot your own heavenly pride : 
rhat lust of power we from your god-heads have, 
ITou're bound to please those appetites you gave. 

JEnter Vasquez and Pizaeeo, tvith Spaniards. 

Vasq. Fizarro, I have hunted hard to-day, 
[nto our toils, the noblest of the prey ; 
Seize on the king, and him your prisoner make, 
IVhile I, in kind revenge, my taker take. 

[Fizarro, with two, goes to attack theldng. 
Vasquez, with another, to seize Alibech. 
' Guy. Their danger is alike ; — ^whom shall I free ? 
Odm. I'll follow love ! 
Guy. rU follow piety ! 

[Odmar r^/reafe^oa»VASQUEZ,w?eVA Alibech, 
(iff the stage ; Gvyoua^ fights for his father. 
Gvy. Fly, sir ! while I give back that life you 
gave; 
Mine is well lost, if I your life can save. 

[Montezuma fights off; Guyomar, making 
his retreat, stays. 

VOL, IL X 
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Gujf. 'Tis more than man can do to 'soape them 
all; 
Stay, let me see where noblest I may fall. 

\He runs at Vasquez, is seissed hdiwi 
and taken. 
Vasq. Conduct him off. 
And give command, he strictly guarded be. 
dny. In vain are guards, death sets the valiant 
free. \Exit Gu yomab, with guardi, 

Vasq. A glorious day ! and bravely was it ibu^; 
Great fame our general in great dangers sought; 
From his strong arm I saw his, rival run. 
And, in a crowd, the unequal combat shun. 

^nter Coetez leading Cydaeia, wlio seems ery- 

ing and begging of him. 

Cart. Man's force is fruitless, and your gods 
would fail 
To save the city, but your tears prevail. 
I'll of my fortune no advantage make ; 
Those terms, they had ^once given, they still may 
take. 

Cyd. Heaven has of right all victory designed. 
Where boundless power dwells in a will confined ; 
Your Spanish honour does the world excel. 

Cart. Our greatest honour is in loving weH. 

Cyd. Strange ways you practise there, to win a 
heart ; 
Here love is nature, but with you 'tis art. ' 

Cart. Love is with us as natural as here* 
But fetter'd up with customs more severe. 
In tedious courtship we declare our pain. 
And, ere we kindness find, first meet disdain. 
^ Cyd. If women love, they needless pains endure ; 
Their pride and folly but delay their cure. 

Cart What you miscall their folly, is their care ; 
They know how fickle common lovers are : 
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Tfadur oaths and vows are cautiously believed^ 
Tor few there are but have been once deceived. 

Cyd. But if they are not trusted when they vow. 
What other marks of passion can they show ? 

CorL With feasts and music, all that brings de- 
light, 
Men treat their ears^ their palates, and their sight. 

Cyd. Your gallants, sure, have little eloquence, 
!Eailing to move the soul, they court the sense : 
With pomp, and trains, and in a crowd they woo. 
When true felicity is but in two- 
But can such toys your womens' passions move ? 
This. is but noise and tumult, 'tis not love. 

CorL I have no reason, madam, to excuse 
Thos^ ways ways of gallantry I did not use ; 
My love was true, and on a nobler score. 
' Cyd. Your love, alas ! then have you loved be- 
fore ? 

Cort 'Tis true I loved, but she is dead, sh^'is 
dead.; 
And I should think with her all beauty fled. 
Did not her fair resemblance live in you. 
And, by that image, my first flames renew. 

Cyd. Ah ! happy beauty, whosoe'er thou art ! 
Though dead, thou keep'st possession of his heart ; 
Thou makest me jealous to the last degree. 
And art my rival in his memory. 
Within his memory ! ah, more than so. 
Thou livest and triumph'st o'er Cydaria too. 

Cort. What strange unquiet has uncalm*d your 
breast. 
Inhuman fair, to rob the dead of rest ! — 
Poor heart ! she slumbers in her silent tomb ; 
Ijet her possess in peace that narrow room. 

Cyd. Poor heart! — ^he pities and bewails her 
death ! — 
Some god, much hated soul, restore thy breath. 



384 



THE INDIAN EMFEROB. 



Th&t I may kill thee ; but, some ease 't« 
I'll kill myself for but resembling thee. < 

Cort. I dread your anger, your disqui'i 
But blows, from hands so soft, who woulc 'j 
■So kind a passion why should I remove \ 
Since jealousy but shews how well we 1. 
Yet j^ousy so strange I never knew ; 
Can she, who loves me not, disquiet yoi 
For in the grave no passions fill the brc 
'Tis all we gwn by death to be at rest. 

Cyd. That she no longer loves brings ' 
Your love to her still lives, and that's n: ' 

Cort. The object of desire once ta'en . 
Tis then not love, but pity, which we p * 

Cyd. Tis such a pity I should never ' i 
When I must lie forgotten in the grave, 
I -meant to have obliged you, when I di< i 
That, after me, you should love none be I 
But you are false already. 

Cort. If untrue. 
By heaven ! my falsehood is to her, not ■• 

Cyd. Observe, sweet heaven, how falsel « 

swear ! — i 

You said, you loved me for resembling ht _ 

Cort. That love was in me by resemblai-1 
But shews you cheer'd my sorrows for the j 

Cyd. You still repeat the greatness of yotl 

Cort. If that was great, how great was the! 

Cyd. The first love still the strongest we a ' 

Cort. That seems more strong which ( 
first surmount ; 
But if you stiU continue thus unkind. 
Whom I love best, you, by my death, shall ffil 

Cyd. If you should die, my death shall yc 1 
pursue ; 
But yet I am not satisfied you're truft. « 
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Cart Hear me, ye gods ! and punish him you 
hear, 
[f aught within the world I hold so dean 

dead, 
And is not in the world, whose love I dread.— 
E^ame not the world ; say, nothing is so dear^ 

Cort. Then nothing is, — ^let that secure your fear;. 

Ci/d. Tis time must wear it off, but I must go. 
Can you your constancy in absence show ? 

Cart Misdoubt my constancy, and do not try. 
But stay, and keep me ever in your eye. 

Cyd. If as a prisoner I were her6, you might 
Have then insisted on a conqueror's right. 
And staid me here ; but now my love would.be 
The effect of force, and I would give it free. 

Cart To doubt your virtue, or your love, were 
sin! 
Can for the captive prince, and bring him in. 

Enter Guyomar, bound and sad. 

You look, sir, as your fate you could not bear. 

[To Guy. 
Are Spanish fetterei, then, so hard to wear ? 
Fortune's unjust, she ruins oft the brave. 
And him, who should be victor, makes the slave. 

Guy. Son of the sun ! my fetters cannot be 
But glorious for me, since put on by thee^ 
The ills of love, not those of fate, I fear ; 
These can I brave, but those I cannot bear. 
My rival brother, while I'm held in chains. 
In freedom reaps the fruit of all my pains. 

Cart Let it be never said that he, whose breast 
Is fill'd with love, should break a lover's rest. — 
Haste ! lose no time !— ^your sister sets you free,-*-^ 
And tell th^ king, my generous enemy, 
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I offer still those terms he had before. 
Only ask leave his daughter to adore. 

Guy. Brother, (that name my breast shall ev» 
own, [^He enAraces km. 

The name of foe be but in battles known ;) 
For some few days all hostile acts forbear. 
That, if the king €X>nsents, it seem not fear. 
His heart is noble, and great souls must be 
Most sou^t and courted in adversity. 
Three days, I hope, the wish'd success will telL 

Cud. Till that long time,^— — 

dart Till that long time, farewell. 

{^Exeunt severaOij. 



ACT III. 

. SCENE I.— ^ Chamber Bayal. 

Mnter Odmar and Alibech. 

Odm. The gods, fair Alibech, had so decreed. 
Nor could my valour against fate succeed ; 
Yet though our army brought not conquest home, 
I did not from the fight inglorious come. 
I^ as a victor, you the brave regard. 
Successless courage, then, may hope reward ; 
And I, returning safe, may justly boast. 
To win the prize which my dear brother lost. 

Enter Guygmak behind hhn. 

Guy. No, no, thy brother lives ! and lives to be 
A witness, both against himself and thee ; 
Though both in safety are retum'd again, 
I blusn to ask her love for vanquish'd men. 

Odm. Brother, I'll not dispute but you are brave; 
Yet I was free, and you, it seems, a slave. 
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Gvy. Odmar, 'tis true that I was captive led ; 
As publicly 'tis known, as that you fled. 
But of two shames, if she must one partake^ 
I think the choice will not be hard to niake. 

Odm. Freedom and bondage in her choice remain ; 
Darest thou expect she will put on thy chain ? 

Cruy. No, no, fair Alibech, give him the crown, 
My brother is returned with high renown. 
He thinks by flight his mistress must be won. 
And claims the prize, because he best did run. 

AUb. Your chains were glorious,--*and your flight 
was wise ; 
But neither have o'ercome your enemies. 
My secret wishes would my choice decide. 
But open justice behds to neither side. 

Odm. Justice already does my right approve^ 
If him, who loves you most, you most should love. 
My! brother poorly from your aid withdrew. 
But I my father lefl;, to succour you. 

.Chiy. Her country she did to herself prefer, 
Him who fought best, not who defended her ; 
Since she her interest, for the nation's, waived, 
Then I, who saved the king, the nation saved. 
You, aiding her, your country did betray ; • 
I, aiding him, did her commands obey^ 

Odm. Name it no more ; in love thene is a time 
When dull obedience is the greatest crime. 
She to her country's use resign'd your sword. 
And you, kind lover, took her at her word ; 
You did your duty to your love prefer. 
Seek your reward from duty, not from her. 

Guy. In acting what my duty did require> 
'Twas hard for me to quit my own desire ; 
That fought for her, which, when I did subdue, 
'Twas much the easier task I left to you. 

AUb. Odmar a more than common love has shown. 
And Guyomar's was greater, or was none ; 
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Which I should chuse, some god direct my breast, 
The certSEiin good, or the uncertain best !— 
I cannot chuse, — ^you both dispute in vain,^- 
Time and your future acts must make it plain ; 
First raise the siege, and set your country free^ 
I, not the judge, but the reward, will be. 

To them. Enter Mont^:?uma, talking with Al- 

MjBiBiA and Orbellan^ 

Mont. Madam, I think, with reason^ I extol 
The virtue of the Spanish general.; 
When all the gods our ruin have foretold. 
Yet generously he does his arms withhold. 
And, offering peace, the first conditions make. 

Ahn. When peace is offered, 'tis too late to take; 
For one poor loss, to stoop to terms like those !— 
Were we o'ercome, what could they worse impose? 
^f go, with homage your proud victors meet ! 
Go, lie like dogs beneath your masters' feet ! 
Go, and beget them slaves to dig their mines. 
And groan for gold, which now in temples shines ! 
Your shameful story shall record of me. 
The men all crouched, and left a woman free ! 

Guy. Had I not fought, or durst not fight ag^, 
I my suspected counsd should refirain ; 
For I wish peace, and any terms prefer. 
Before the last extremities of war. 
We but exasperate those we cannot harm. 
And fighting gains us but to die more warm. 
If that be cowardice, which dares not see • 
The insolent effects of victory, 
The rape of matrons, and their childrens' cries, — 
Then I am fearful, let the brave advise. 

Odm. Keen cutting swords, and engines killing 
far. 
Have prosperously begun a doubtful war. 
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But now our foes with less advantage fight. 
Their strength decreases with our Indians' fright. 
Mont. This noble vote does with my wish com- 
ply.— 
I am for war. 

Aim. And so am I. 
Orb. And I. 

MonL Then send to break the truce, and I'll take 
care 
To chear the soldiers, and for fight prepare. 

[Exeunt Mont. Odm. Guy, ondAhiB. 
Aim. to Orb. 'Tis now the hour which aU to rest 
allow. 
And sleep sits heavy upon every brow ; 
In this dark silence softly leave the town, 

[GuYOMAB retumsy and hears them. 
And to the general's tent, — 'tis quickly known, — 
Direct your steps : You may despatch him strait, 
Drown'd in his sleep, and easy for his fate. 
Besides, the truce will make the guards more slack. 
Orb. Courage, which leads me on, will bring me 
back.— ^ 
But I more fear the baseness of the thing. 
•Hemorse, you know, bears a perpetual sting. 
* Aim. For mean remorse no room the vi[liant finds, 
Repentance is the virtue of weak minds ; 
For want of judgment keeps them doubtful stUl, 
They may repent of gpod, who can of ill ; 
But daring courage makes ill actions good, 
'TIS foolish pity spares a rival's blood. 
You shall about it strait. 

[Exeunt Alm. and Orb. 
6rwy. Would they betray 
His sleeping virtue, by so mean a way ! — 
And yet this Spaniard is our nation's foe, — 
I wish him dead, — ^but cannot wish it so ;— 
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Or I consetitin^ to 6o black a deed. 
Would chance had never led my steps tliia way ! 
Now if he dies, I murder him, not they ;— 
Something must be resolved ere 'tis too late ;-^ 
He gave me freedom, I'll prevent his fiite* .lExit. 

SCENE n.— ^ Camp. 

Enter Co&tez alone, in a night^goum. 

Q>rt All things are hush'd, as nature's self lay 
dead; 
The mountains seem to nod their drawer head ; 
The little birds, in dreams, their songs repeat. 
And sleeping flowers beneath the nignti«deiv swttl 
Even lust and envy sleep ; yet love denies 
Rest to my soul, and slumber to my eyea. 
Three days I promised to attend my doom. 
And two long days and nights are yet to come.-^ 
lis sure the noise of some tumultuous fight, 

IJN^oise witidn. 
They break the truce, and sally out by night. 

Enter Oubellan, flying in Hie daric, his sword ^ 

drawn. 

Orh. Betray'd ! pursued ! O whither shall I fly ? 
See, see ! the just reward of treachery !-^ 
I'm sure among the tents, but know not where ; 
Even night wants darkness to secure my fear4 * 

[Comes near Cortez, who hears Iwm. 

Cort. Stand ! who goes there ? 

Orb. Alas ! what shall I say ? — [Aside. 

A poor Taxallan that mistook his way, 
And wanders in the terrors of the night. 

Cort. Soldier, thou seem'st afraid ; whence comes 
thy fright ? 
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Orb. The insolence of Spaniards caused my fear^ 
Who in the dark pursued me entering here. 
Cart. Their crimes shall meet immediate punish** 
ment» 
But stay thou safe within the general's tent. 
Orb. Still worse and worse. 
Cart. Fear not, but follow me ; 
Upon my life I'll set thee safe and free. 

[CoiiTEZ leads him in, and returns. 

To him Vasquez, Fizarro, and Spamards with 

Torches. 

Vasq. O sir, thank heaven, and your brave In- 
dian friend. 
That you are safe ; Orbellan did intend 
This night to kill you sleeping in your tent. 
But Guyomar his trusty slave has sent. 
Who, following close his silent steps by night. 
Till in our camp they both approach'd the light, 
Cried-^iSfews^ the traitor y seize the murtherer ! 
The cruel villain fled I know not where ; 
But far he is not, for he this way bent. 

P«B. The enraged soldiers seek, from tent to tent. 
With lighted torches, and in love to you. 
With bloody vows his hated life pursue. 

Vasq. This messenger does, since he came, relate. 
That the old king, after a long debate. 
By his imperious mistress blindly led. 
Has given Cydaria to Orbellan's bed. 

Cort. Vasquez, the trusty slave with you retain ; 
Retire a while, I'll call you back again. 

\^Exeunt Vasq. and Piz. 

Cortez at his tent door* 

Indian, come forth ; your enemies are gone, 
And I, who saved you from them, here al(»ie. 
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Enter Obbellan, holding hisjaee aside. 

You hide your &ce, as you were still afiraid. 
Dare you not look on him, who gave you aid ? 

Orh. Moon, slip behind some doudC some tem- 
pest rise. 
And blow out all the stars that light the skies. 
To shroud my shame ! 

Cort. In vain you turn aside. 
And hide your face ; your name you cannot hide. 
I know my rival and his black design. 

Orh. Forgive it, as my passion's fault, not mina 

Cort In your excuse your love does little say ; 
You might, howe'er, have took a fairer way. 

Orh. 'TIS true, my passion small defence can make; 
Yet you must spare me for your honour's sake. 
That was engaged to set me safe and firee. 

Cort 'Twas to a stranger, not an enemy. 
Nor is it prudence to prolong thy breath. 
When all my hopes depend upon thy death ; 
Yet none shall tax me with base perjury. 
Something I'll do, both for myself and thee ; 
With vow'd revenge my soldiers search each tent 
If thou art seen, none can thy death prevent ; 
Follow my steps with silence and with haste. 

SCENE III. 

They go out, the Scene changes to the Indian Coun^ 

try. They return. 

Cort. Now you are safe, you have my outguards 
past. 

Orh. Then here I take my leave. 

Cort. OrbeDan, no ; 
When you return, you to Cydaria go ; 
I'll send a message. * 
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Orh. Let it be exprest ; 
I am in haste. 

Cort. I'll write it in your breast. [Drews. 

Orh. What means my rival ? 

Cort Either fight or die, 
I'll not strain honour to a point too high. 
I saved your live, and keep it if you can, 
Cydaria shall be for the bravest man ; 
On equal terms you shall your fortune try. 
Take this, and lay your flmt-edged weapon by ; 

[Gives him a sword. 
ril arm you for my glory, and pursue 
No palm, but what's to manly virtue due. 
Fame, with my conquest, shall my courage tell. 
This you shall gain, by placing love so well. 
^ Orb. Fighting with you, ungrateful I appear. 
. Cort Under that shadow, thou would'st hide thy 

fear; 
Thou would'st possess thy love at thy return. 
And in her arms my easy virtue scorn. 

Orh. Since we must fight, no longer let's delay ; 
The moon shines clear, and makes a paler day. 

[ TTieyJightf Orbell an is wounded in the hand, 
his sword faUs imt of it 

Cort To courage, even of foes, there's pity due 5 
It was not I, but fortune, vanquish'd you. 

[ Thrmos his sword again. 
Thank me with that, and so dispute the prize. 
As if you fought before Cydaria's eyes. 

Orh. I would not poorly such a gift requite ; 
You gave me not this sword to yield, but fight. 

[He strives to hold it, hut cannot 
But see, where yours has forced its bloody way ; 
My wounded hand my heart does ill obey. 

Cort. Unlucky honour, that controul'st my will \ 
Why have I vanquish'd, since I must not kill ? 



^ 
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Fate sees thy life lodged in a brittle glass^ 
And looks it through, but to it caimot pass. 

Orb. All I can do is frankly to confess^— 
I wish I could, but cannot, love her less. 
To swear I would resign her, were but vaut. 
Love would recal that perjured breath again ; 
And in my wretched case, 'twill be more jus^ 
Not to have promised, than deceive your trust 
Know, if I live once more to see the town. 
In bright Cydaria's arms my love PU crown. 

Cort. In spite of that, I give thee liberty. 
And with thy person leave thy honour free ; 
But to thy wishes move a speedy pace. 
Or death will soon overtake thee in the chase.—- 
To arms, to arms ! &te shows my love the way, 
I'll force the city on thy nuptial day. 

lExeuTii set>eraB^^ 

SCENE lY. ^Mexico. 

Enter Montezuma, Odmab, Guyomab, 

Almebia. 

Mont It moves my wonder, that in two days 
space. 
This early famine spreads so swift a pace. 

Odm. 'Tis, sir, the general cry ; nor seems it strange. 
The face of plenty should so swiftly change. 
This city never felt a siege before. 
But from the lake received its daily store ; 
Which now shut up, and millions crowded here, 
Famine will soon in multitudes appear. 

Mont The more the number, still the greater 
shame. 

Aim. What if some one should seek immortal 
fame. 
By ending of the siege at one brave blow ? 

Mont. That were too happy ! 
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Aim. Yet it may be so. 
What if tlie Spanish general should be slain ? 
Gti/ff. Just heaven, I hope, does otherwise ordain. 

[Aside. 
Mont If slain hj treason, I lament his death. 

JEnter Oubellan, and whispers his sister. 

Odm. Orbellan seems in haste, and out of breath. 
Mont. Orbellan, welcome ; you are early here, 
A bridegroom's haste does in your looks appear. 

[ Almeria eiside to her brother. 
Aim, Betray 'd ! no, 'twas thy cowardice arid fear; 
He had not 'scaped with life, had I been there. 
But since so ill you act a brave design, 
£eep close your shame ; — ^fate makes the next turn 
mine. 

Enter Alibech a^ Cydaria. 

AUh. O sir, if ever pity touched your breast. 
Let it be now to your own blood exprest ; 
In tears your beauteous daughter drowns her sight. 
Silent as dews that fall in dead of night. 

Cyd. To your commands I strict obedience owe. 
And my last act of it I come to show. 
J want the heart to die before your eyes. 
But grief will finish that which fear denies. 

Aim. Your will should by your father's precept 
move. 

Cyd. When he was young, he taught me truth in 
love. 

Ahn. He found more love than he deserved, 'tis 
true. 
And that, it seems, is lucky too to you ; 
Your father's folly took a headstrong course. 
But I'll rule yours, and teach you love by force. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mess. Arm, arm, O king ! the enemy comes on. 
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A sharp assault already is begun ; 

Their murdering guns play fiercely on the walk 
CMfn. Now, rival, let us run where honour calk 
Chiy. I have discharged what gratitude did owe^ 

And die brave Spaniara is again my foe. 

^Exeunt Odmab and Gutomaiu 
Mont Our walls are high, and multitudes defend. 

Their vain attempt must in their ruin end ; 

The nuptials with my presence shall be graced. 
AUb. At least but stay 'till the assault be past 
Ahn. Sister, in vain you urge him to delay. 

The king h» pro,m«dr«.d hfd»n obey. 

Enter second Messenger. 

2 Mess. From several parts the enemy's repcUU 
One only quarter to the assault does 3nield. 

Enter third Messenger. 

3 Mess. Some foes are entered, but they are so 

few. 
They only death, not victory, pursue. 

Orh. Hark, hark, they shout ! 
From virtue's rules I do too meanly swerve, 
I, by my courage, will your love deserve. [Emt. 

Mont. Here, in the heart of all the town, I'll sb^ ; 
And timely succour, where it wants, convey. 

A noise within. Enter Orbellan, Indians driven 
in, CoKTEZ qfier them, and one or two Spaniards. 

Cort. He's found, he's found ! degenerate coward, 
stay; 
Night saved thee once, thou shalt not 'scape by day. 

[KiUs Orbellan. 
Orb. O, I am kiU'd ! IDies. 
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Guff% Yields genermit stranger, and preisenre jottr 

Why chuse you death in thb utl«qiid strifb ? 

[AIjWSAik mdAt.m.bnJhUon 
Orbellan's h^dif. ' 

Cort. .\^hat ti6\A^ fate could any lotw nie^ ? 
t AH l^eitged^ and at my mistress' feet 

\Th^fM (fA liim^ and bMt kirn doMH 
GtJYOMAU tctkes his m»drd, 

Aiih. He's {met Recovery ; fny dear brother's slain. 
Fate's hand was ih it, and my care is vain. 

Alm^ In weaik cottiplaints you vainly waste your 
breath i 
They are not tears that ean tevenge his death. 
Despatch the villain strait. 

Cart The villain's dead. 

Aim. Give me a sword, and let me take his head. 

Mont. Though, madam, fbi" your brother's loss I 
grieve, 
Yet let me beg-— 

Aim. His murderer may live ? 

^d. 'iTWds his misfortune^ and the chance of trail 

fhrt. It was my purpose, and I kiU'd him^r : 
How could you so unjust and cruel prove. 
To call that chanci^, which wad the act of love ? 

Cyd. I call'd it any thing to saVe your life ; 
Would h6 were living still, and I his wife ! 
That Wish was imce my ^eatest Inisery ; 
But 'tis a gteatet* to behcud you die^ 

Aim. Either command his death Upon the pld<^i 
Or neveer mol^ behold Aim toa*s fec^. 

Ciuy. You by his valour once from death weite 
freed; 
Can you forget so generous a deed ? [To ^io'A'i. 

VOL. II. Y 
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Mont. How gratitude and love divide my breast ! 
Both ways alike my soul is robb'd of rest. 
But — ^let him die-Xan I his sentence give ? 
Ungrateful, must he die, by whom I live ? 
But can I then Almeria's tears deny ? 
Should any live whom she commands to die ? 

Guy. Approadi who dares : He yielded on my 
word ; 
And^ as my prisoner^ I restore his sword. 

{Gives his smrtL 
His life concerns the safety of the state^ 
And I'll preserve it for a calm debate. 

Mont. Dar'stthourebeU fitlse andd^^erat^boy? 
l^hat being, which I gave, I thus destroy.; , 

[offers to 1ml him, Odmae steps bet/ff^een. 

Odm. My brother's blood I cannot see you spill. 
Since he prefvents you but from doing HI. ! 

He is my rival, but his death wotdd be 
For him too glorious, and too base for me. . 

Guy. Thou shalt not conquer in this noble strife ; 
Alasj I meant not to defend my life. — 
Strike, sir, you never pierced a breast more true ; 
'Tis the last wound I e'er can take for you. 
You see I live but to dispute your wiU ; 
Kill me, and then you may my prisoner kill. 

Cart. You shall not, generous youths^contend for 
me; 
It is enough that I your honour see ; 
But that yoiur duty may no blemish take, 
I will myself your father's captivQ make ; 

{Gives his sward to Monte;?uma. 
When he dares strike I am prepared to fall ; 
The Spaniards will revenge then: general. 

Cyai Ah, you too hastSy your Sfe resign. 
You more would love it, if you valued mine ! 

Cart. Despatch me quickly, I my death forgive ; 
I shall grow tender else, and wish to liv? ; 
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Such an infectious &ee her sorrow wears, 
I can bear death, but not Cydaria's tears. 

Ahn. Make haste, make haste,' they merit death 
all three ; 
They for rebellion, and for murder he; 
See, see, my brother's ghost hangs hovering there 
O'er his warm blood, that steams into ;&e air ; 
Revenge, revenge, it cries. 

Mcnt. And it shall have ; 
But two days respite for his life 1 crave. 
If in that space you not more gentle prove, 
rU give a ratal proof how well I. love. 
Till when, you, Guyomar, your prisoner take ; 
Bestow him in the castle on the lake : 
In that small time I shall the conquest gain 
Of these few sparks of virtue which remain ; 
Then all, who shall my headlong passion see. 
Shall curse my crimes, and yet shall pity me. ' 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— ^ pmm. 

Enter Almebia and an Indian ; they speak entering. 

Ind. A dangerous proof of my respect I show. 
Aim. Fearnot,PrinceGuyomar shallneverknow J 
While he is absent let us not delay ; 
R^nember 'tis the king thou dost obey. 
■fiirf. See where he sleeps. 

[CoRTEZ appears chained and laid asleep, 

Ahn. Without, my coming wait ; 

And, on thy life, secure the prison gate. 

[Exit Indkd. 
[Shephcks out a {logger, and approaches him^ 
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Spaniard, awaken tiky fatal hour is oome ; 
Tnou shalt not at such ease receive thy doom« 
Revenge is sure, though sometimes ailowly paced. 
Awake, awake, or, sleeping, sleep thy last. 
Cort. Who names revenge ? 
Jlhin ■■'■ ' Look up, and thou shalt see. 
CpHL I cannot fear so fair an enemy. 
Aim. No aid is nigh, nor canst thou make de* 
fence; 
Whence can thy courage come ? 
Cort. From innocence. 

Ainu From innocence ? let that then take thy 
part. 

Still are thy looks assured have at thy heart ! 

[HoUU up the da^etn 
I cannot kill thee ; sure thou bear^st some diarm, 

[GoM Am! 
Or some divinity holds back my arm. 
Why do I thus delay to make him bleed ? \AMe. 
Can I want courage for so brave a deed ? 
IVe shook it off; my soul is free from fear. 

\Ccmes ogam. 
And I can now strike any where — ^but here. 
His scorn of dea^ how straneely does it move ! 
A mind so haughty who could chuse but love.! . 

[Goes cjff. 
Plead not a charm, or any god's commaira^ 
Alasi it if thy heart that holds thy hand ; 
In spite of me I love, and se^ too kte^ 
My mother^s pride must find my mother's fiita 
——Thy country's foe, thy brotiier's murderer!—- 
For diame, Almeria, such mad thou^ts forbear ; 
It w'onnot be^— if I once more come on, 

iComing'au agauL 
I ahatt mistake the breast, and pierce my own. 

[Comt^ wiikker dt^ager dcfum. 
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Cort. Does your revenge malieidusly fbrbeor 
To giye me deaths *till 'tis prepared by fear? 
l(f you delay for that, forbear or sfarike^ 
Foreseen and sadden death are both ^ike. 

Aim. To show my love would but increase his 
pride! 
They have most power^ who most their paasions 
hide.^— J[Aiide» 

Spaniard^ I tnust confess, I did expect 
You could not meet your death with such neglect. 
I will defer it now, and give you time ; 
You may repent, and I forget your crime. 

Cort Those, who repent, acknowlec^e they do 

ill; 
I did not unprovoked your brother kill. 

Aim. Petition me, perhaps I may forgiva 

Cart Who begs his life does not deserve to live. 

Aim. But if *tis given, you'll not refuse to take? 

Cort. I cati live gladly for Cydaria's sake* 

Aim. Does she so wholly then possess your mind? 
What if you should another lady find^ 
£qual to her in birth, and far above 
In all that can attract, or keep your lov€^ 
Would you so doat upon your first desire. 
As not to entertain a nobler fire ? 

Cort I think that person hardly will be founc^ 
With gracious form and equal virtue cnmu'd. 
Yet if another could precedence dain:^ 
My fix'd desires could find no fairer aimu 

Ahi^ Dull ignorance ! he cannot yet conceive ; 
To speak more plain» shame will not give me leave. 

{Amie. 
— Suppose one loved you, whom even kings adore ; 

\Tohim. 
Who, with your life, your fireedom woula rsatwe. 
And add to that the crown of Mexico; . 
Would you, for her, Gydaria's love forego? 



84t THK INDIAN EMFEEdK. AfiT IV: 

Cori. Though sheoould offer all jou can invcn^ 
I could not of my faith, once vow'd, repent. 

Ahn. A burning blush has covered all my fiioe; 
Why am I forced to publish my disgrace? 
What if I love ? you know it cannot be. 
And yet I blush to put the case — ^'twere me. 
If I could lo¥e you with a flame so true, 
I could forget what hand my brother slew— 
— Make out the rest — I am disordered soi, 
I know not farther what to say or do. 

B ut answer me to what you think I meant 
Cart. Reason or wit no answer can invent. 
Of words confused who can the meaning find ? 
Ahn. Disordered words show a distempered miiid 
Cort. She has obliged me so, that, could I cfausd^ 
I would not answer what I must refuse. {AMe. 
Aim. His mind is shook-*— suppose I loved you, 
speak. 
Would you for me Cydaria's fetters break ? 
Cort. Things, meant in jest, no serious answer 

need. 
Aim. But, put the case that it were so indeed ? 
Cort. If it were so, — ^which but to tiiink were 
pride,—- 
My constant love would dangerously be tried ; 
For since you could a brother's deam forgive. 
He, whom you save, for you alone should live. 
But I, the most unhappy of mankind. 
Ere I knew yours, have all my love resigned. 
rKs my own loss I grieve, who have no more; 
You go a-begging to a bankrupt's door. 
Yet obuld I change, as sure I never can. 
How could you love so infamous a man ? 
For love, once given from her, and placed in you, 
Would leave no ground I ever could be true. 

Aim. You construed me aright — I was in jest. 
And by that offer, meant to sound your, breast ; 
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Which since I find so constant to your love^ 
Will much my value of your worui improve. 
Spaniard, assure yourself you shall not be 
Obliged to quit Cydaria for me. 
'Tis dangerous, though, to treat me in this sort. 
And to refuse my offers, though in sport. [Exit. 

Cort. In what a strange condition am 1 left ? 
Moi^pL than I wish I have, of all I wish bereft ! 
In wishing nothing, we enjoy still most ; 
!EV>r even our wish is, in possession, lost. 
Restless, we wander to a new desire. 
And bum ourselves, by blowing up the fire. 
We toss and turn about our feverish will. 
When all our ease must come by lying still. 
For all the happiness mankind can gam 
I0 not in pleasure, but in rest from pain. 

' [Goes in, and the scene closes upon Mm. 

SCENE IL^Chamber royal. 

Enter Montezuma, Odmab, Guyomar, and 
^. Alibech. 

Mtmt. My ears are deaf with this impatient crowd. 
' Odm. Ttieir wants are now grown mutinous and 

loud. 
The general's taken, but the siege remains ; 
And their last food our dying men sustains. 

Ctwy. One means is only left. I to this hour 
Have kept the captive from Almeria's power ; 
And though, by your command, she often sent 
To urge his doom, do still his death prevent. 

Mont That hope is past. Him I have oft assail'd ; 
But neither threats nor kindness have prevail'd \ 
Hiding our wants, I offer'd to release 
His chains, and equally conclude a peace. 
He fiercely answered, I had now no way > 
But to suom^t, and without terms qbey. 




T told. him, be in ohauit demand^ VCM^ 
Than be imposed in victory brf<»e. 
He suUenJy replied* he could not malra . 
These offers now ; . honour murt give, ikot tak^ 

0dm. Twice have I aaUied, iind was twieie beit 
back. 
What desp'rate course remains for us to takQ T 

Mont If either death or bondage I must ebuift 
I'll keep my freedom, though my life I loae« 

Guy. I'U not upbrsdd you, that you onoe refiusi 
Those means, you might have then wltl^ lionoor 

used; 
rU lead your men, perhaps bring victory. 
They know to conquer best, who know to dicu 

lEaieuMt Montezuma ««cI OovaI' 

Alib. Aik me, what have I heard ! stay, GuyoiPWi 
What hope you from this sally you prepare ? 

Cri^y. Adeath,withhonour,for my country's good ; 
A death, to which y omraelf designed my blood. 

Alib. You heard, and I well know the town's 
distress. 
Which sword and famine both at once oppress ; 
Famine so fierce, that what's denied man'a usew 
Even deadly plantsi» and herbs of poisonoua julcc^ 
Wild hunger seeks ; and, to prolong our breath, 
We greedily devour our certain death* 
The sQldier» in th' assault, of famine falls ; 
And ghosts, not men» are watching oa Uie walls. 
As c^ow birds- 



■VW^ 



Whose mother's kill'd in seeking of tibe prey. 
Cry in their nest, and think her long away. 
And at each leaf that stirs, each blast of wind* 
Gape for the food, which they must never find» 
So cry the people in their roiaery. 

Guy. And what relief can they expect ficom me? 

Alih. While Monteauma sleeps, call in the foe, 
The captive general your design may know. 
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Hi^ pQJble hearty to honour ever true, 
K|iQW9 how to spare as well as to subdu*. 

Guy. What I have heard I blush to hear ; and 
grieve, 
Those words you spoke I must your words believe. 
I to do. this ! I, whom you once thought brf^vct 
To sell my country, and my king enslave ? 
All I have done by one foul act deface, 
And yield my right to you, by turning base ? 
What more could Odmar wish that I should doi 
To lose your love, than you persuade me to ? 
:]^o, maoam, no, I never can commit r 
A deed 90 ill, nor can ^ou su£Per it ; 
'Tis but to try what virtue you can find 
Xiodged in my soul. 

AM. I plainly speak my mind ; 
Dear as my life my virtue I'U preserve. 
But virtue you too scrupulously serve. 
I loved not more than now my country's good. 
When for its service I employed your blood ; 
But things are altered, I am still the same. 
By different ways stiU moving to one fame ; 
A^d by disarming you, I now do more 
To save the town, than arming you before. 

Cruy. Things good or ill by circumstances be ; 
Id you ^tis virtue, what is vice in me. 

AUb. That ill ia pardon'd, which does good pro- 
cure. 

Gmy. The good's uncertain, but the ill is sure. 

AUA* When kings grow stubborn, slothful, or 
unwise. 
Each private man for public ffood should rise. 

Guy. Take heed, fan: maid, how monarchs you 
accuse ; 
Such reasons none but impious rebels use. 
Those, who to empire by dark paths aspire. 
Still plead a call to what they most desire ; 

12 



846 THE INDIAN EMPEROB. ACl^ IV. 

But kings by free consenl their kingdoms take. 
Strict as those sacred ties which nuptials make ; 
And whate'er faults in princes time reveal. 
None can be judge where can be no appeal. 

Alib. In all debates you plainly let me see 
You love your virtue best, out Odmar me. 
Go, your mistaken piety pursue ; 
ril have from him what is denied by you ; 
With my commands you shall no more be graced. 
Remember, sir, this trial was 3^our last 

Guy. The gods inspire you with a better nund, 
Make you more just, and make you then more kindl 
But though from virtue's rules I cannot part, 
Think I deny you with a bleeding heart. 
'Tis hard with me whatever choice I make;' 
I must not merit you, or must forsake ; 
But, in this strait, to honour 111 be true. 
And leave my fortune to the gods and you. 

■ 

Enter Messenger privately. 

Mess. Now is the time ; be aiding to your fate ; 
From the watch-tower, above the western-gate, 
I have discem'd the foe securely lie. 
Too proud to fear a beaten enemy ; 
Their careless chiefs to the cool grottoes run. 
The bowers of kings,, to shade them froai the sun. 

Guy. Upon thy life disclose thy news to none ; 
111 make the conquest or the shame my own. 

[Exeunt Guyomae and Messeng&r. 

Enter Odmar. 

Alib. I read some welcome message in his eye* 
Prince Odmar comes. I'll see if he'fl deny.*— 
Odmar, I come to tell you pleasing news ; 
I begg'd a thing, your brother did refuse. 
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W The hews both pleases me, and grieves me 
too; 
For nothing, sure, should be denied to you. 
But he was bless'd who might commanded be ; 
You never- meant that happiness to me. 

Aiih. What he refused, your kindness might be- 
stow. 
But roy commands, perhaps, your burden grow. 

Odm. Couldlbut live till burdensome they prove. 
My life would be immortal as my love. 
Your wish, ere it receives a name, I grant. 

AUh 'Tis to relieve your dying country's want ; 
All hopes of succour from your arm^s is past. 
To save us now you must our ruin haste ; 
Give Up the town, and, to oblige him more, 
^e captive general's liberty restore. 

Odm. You speak to try my love ; can you for^ve 
So soon, to let your brothei^s murderer live ? 

AUb. Orbellan, though my brother, did disgrace. 
With treacherous deeds, our mighty mother's race ; 
And to revenge his bloody so justly spilt, 
What is it less than to partake his guilt ? 
Though my proud sister to revenge incline, . 
I to my country's good my own resign. 

Odm. To save our lives, our freedom I betray — 
Yet, since I promised it, I will obey ; 
111 not my shame nor your commands dispute ; 
You shall, behold your empire's absolute. [EociL 
Alib. I should have thank'd him for his speedy 
grant. 
And yet, 1 know not how, fit words I want. 
Sure I am grown distracted in my mind ; — 
That joy, this grant should bring, I cannot find. 
The one, denying, vex'd my soul before ; 
And this, obeying, has disturb'd me more. 
The one, with grief, and slowly, did refuse. 
The other, in his grant, much haste did use. 
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—He used too muGh-^-and, granting me lo^ eMi|» 

lie has the merit of the gift undone. 

Methought with wondrous ease he swallowed dowA 

His forfeit honour, to betray the town. 

My inward choice was Guyomar befor^f 

But now his virtue has eonfirm'd me mo r e ■ ■■ 

I rave, I rave, for Odmar will obey. 

And Uien my promise must my choice betray. 

Fantastic honour, thou hast framed a toil 

Thyself, to make thy love thy virtue's spoil. ^EtdL 

SCENE HI. 

A pleasant grotto discovered ; in it afyuntain ^pmit' 

ing; round about it VaSqueji, ri£;ABBO» Ofld 

other Spaniards^ fyi^g carelessly unarv^t, amd iff 

them many Indian tvomen, one qf which sklgM the 

JhUomng song. 

SONG. 

Ahfadkngjoy I how quickly art thorn past ! 

Yet we thy mtn haste. 
As if the cares of human Ijfe tperejew^ 

We ^eek out new. 
And follow fate^ which would too fast pursue. 

SeCf how on every bough the birds enopress^ 
In their sweet notes, their happiness. 
They all enjoy, and nothing spare ; 
But on their mother. Nature, lay their care. 

Why then should man, the lord qfaU behWf ' 
Such troubles chuse to know. 

As none (fall his sul^ects undergo t 

Hark, hark, the waters, fall, fail, fall^ 
And with a murmuring sound 
Dash, dash, upon t/ie ground. 
To gentle slumbers call. 
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j^fter the ^ong two Spnniaf^ arise , and danee u 
Mrahand with ca^stanieta^^ At the end of whid^ 
GtnroMAU and his Indians enter, and, ere tlus 
Spamarda can recover their swords, seize them. 

■ • • - 

€fu^ Tbose, whom you took X^ithout^ in tri- 
umph bring ; . ' 
But see these strait conducted to the king. 

Pi$u Vasquez, what now remains in these ex*- 

tremes ? 
Vasq. Only to wake us from our golden dreams. 
Pisk Since by our shameful conduct we have lost 
Fteedom, wealth, honour, which we value most, 
I wish they would our lives a period give : 
HbfSf live too long, who happiness out-live. 

[^Spaniards are led out. 
1 Ind. See, sir, how quickly your success Is 
spread ; 
The king cdmes marching in the army^s head. 

Enter Montezuma, Alibech, Odmar 

discontented. 

Mont Now all the gods reward and bless my 

son ! [JBUmbradng. 

Thou hast this day thy father's youth out-done. * 

Alih. Just heaven all happiness upon him shower^ 

TiH \i eonfess its will beyond its power ! 

duy. The heavens are kind, the gods propitiouil 
be; 
I only doubt a mortal deity. 
I neither fought for conquest, nor for fame. 
Your love alone can reoompence my flame. 

Alib. I gave my love to the most brave in war ; 
But that the king must judge. 

Mont* ^ Tis Guyomar. 

[Soldiers shmt, A Gutomar, 8^t, 
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Mfmt This day your nuptials we will odelxat^; 
But guard these haughty captives till ttieir fiite. 
Odmar, this night to keep them be yoAir can^ . . 
To-morrow for their sacrifice prepare* 

AUh. Blot not your conquest with your cruelty. 

Mcnt. Fate says, we are not safe unless theyNdie 
The spirit, that foretold this happy day. 
Bid me use caution and avoid dday.--* • 
Posterity, be juster to my fame ; . \ 

Nor call it murder, when each private man 
In his defence may justly do the same. c 

But private persons more than moruirdis caD. . 

All weigh our acts, and whatever seems unjust. 

Impute not to necessity, but liist 

[£^^etf»/MoNT£ZUMA,GUYOMAB;a»<^Aj;iBECa. 

Odm. Lost and undone ! he had my father^s vbic^ 
And Alibech seem'd pleased with her new dioiee. 
Alas, it was not new ! too late I see^ 
Since one she hated, that it must be me. 

1 feel a strange temptation in my will 

To do an action, great at once and ill. 
Virtue, ill treated, from my soul is fled ; 
1 by revenge and love am wholly led» 
Yet conscience would against my rage rebe l 
—Conscience, the foolish pride of doing wdl ! 
Sink empire, father perish, brother fall. 
Revenge does more than recompenee yoU'SlL-— 
Conduct the prisoners in. 

Enter Vasquez, and Pizareo. 

Spaniards, you see your own deplored estate. 
What dare you do to recondle your fete ? 

Vasq. All that despair, with courage join'd^ can 
do. 

Odm. An easy way to victory Til show. 
When all are buried in their sleep or joy, 
rU give you arms. Bum, ravish, and d^troy ! 
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For my own share one beauty I design ;— 
Engage your honour that she shall be mine*. «, ( » 
Pk. I gladly swear. ' , ; . ; 

Fasq. ^And I ; but I request 

That, m return, one, who has touch'd my br^ust* 
Whose name I know not, may be given to me. / 
Odm. Spaniard, 'tis just ; she's yours, whoe'er 

she be. 
Vasq. The night comes on ; if fortune bless th^ 
bold, 
I shall possess the beauty. 

I the gold. {J^xeunt. 



SCENE IV.— ^ Prism. 

CoB,TEZ discovered bound ; AiuMEJIIA talking 

with him. 

Aim. I come not now your constancy to prove ; 
You may believe me when I say I love. 

Cort. You have too well instructed me before 
In your intentions, to believe you more. 

Ahn. I'm justly plagued by this your unbelief. 
And am myself the cause of my own grief. 
But to beg love, I cannot stoop so low ; 
It js enough that you my passion know. 
Tis in your choice ; love me, or love me not ; 
I have not yet my brother's death forgot. 

[Lays hold on the dagger. 

Cort. You menace me and court me in a breath. 
Your Cupid looks as dreadfully as death. 
! Aim. Your hopes, without, are vanisli'd into 

smoke, 
Your captains taken, and your armies broke. 

CorL In vain you urge me with my miseries : 
When fortune falls, high courages can rise ; ^ 
Now should I change my love, it would appear 
Not the effect of gratitude, but fear. 
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Aim. Ill to the king, aiid make it my request^ 
Or my o^mm^hd, that you may be releast ; 
And make you judge, when I have set you firce, 
Who best deserves your passion,' I, or she. 

Cart. You tempt my faith so generous a way» 
As without guilt might constancy betray. 
But Tm 80 far from meriting esteem, 
That, if I judge, I must myself condemd ; 
Yet having given my worthless heart before^ 
What I must ne*er possess, I will adore* 
Take my devotion then this humbler way j ■ 

Devotiott is the love which heaven we pay. 

[^Kisses her hand. 

Enter Cydaria. 

Cyd. May I believe my eyes ! what do 1 see) 
Is this her hate to him, his love to me ! 
Tis in my breast she sheathes her dagger now.^ 
False man» is this thy faith ? is this wy vow ? 

Cqrt. What words, dear saint, are these I faett 
you uie ? 
What faith, what vows, are those which you «^ 
cuse? 

Q/d. More cruel than the tyger o'er hia apo% 
And falser than the weeping crocodile ! 
Can you add vanity to guilt, and take 
A ^de to hear the conquests, which you make ? 
Go, publish your renown ; let it be said. 
You have a woman, and that loved, betray'd. 

Cart. With what injustice is my faith acouied ! 
Life, freedom, empire, I at once refused ; 
And would again ten thousand times for you. 

Aim. She'll have too great content to fiiid Inm 
true ; • [ 

And therefore, since his love is not for me, 
111 help to make my rival'a misery. \^Amd0^ 
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Spaniard, I never thought you false before. 

ITokim. 
Can you at once two mistresses adore ? 
Keep the poor soul no longer in suspence, 
Your change is such as does not need defence. 

Cart Riddles like tiiiese I cannot understand. 

Aim. Why should you blush ? she saw you kiss 
my hand. 

Cyd. Fear not; I will, while your first love's 
denied. 
Favour your shame, and turn my eyes aside ; 
My feeble hopes in her deserts are lost, 
I neither can such power nor beauty boast. 
I. have no tie upon you to be true. 
But that, which loosen'd yours, my love to you. 

Cart Could you have heard my words ! 

Cpd. ^ Alas, what needs 

To hear your words, when I beheld your deeds ? 

Cart What shall I say ? the fate of love is such. 
That still it sees too little or too much. 
That act of mine, which does your passion move. 
Was but a mark of my respect, not love. 

Aim. Vex not yourself excuses to prepare ; 
For one, you love not, is not worth your care. 

Cart Cruel Almeria, take that life you gave ; 
Since you. but worse destroy me, while you save. 

Cyd. No, let me die, and I'll my claim resign ; 
For while I live, methinks, you should be mine. 

Cart The bloodiest vengeance, which she could 
pursue, 
Would be a trifle to my loss of you. 

Cyd. Your change was wise ; for, had she been 
denied, 
A swift revenge had follow'd from her pride. 
You from my gentle nature had no fears. 
All my revenge is only in my tears. 

VOL. II. z 
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Cart Can you imagine I so mean could |nove^ 
To save my life by changing of my love ? 

Cyd. Since death is that whicn naturally we 
shun, 
You did no more than I, perhaps, had done. 
Cart Make me not doubt, ndr soul, your con- 
stancy ; 
You would have died for love, and so would L 
Aim. You may believe him ; you JiRve seen it 

proved, 
Cort. OEin I not gain belief how I have loved ? 
What can thy ends, malicious beauty, be ? 
Can he, who killed thy brother, live fbr thee ? 

[Vasquez within^ IndiiUM agaimst Km. 
Vasq. Yield, slaves, or die; our swords diall 

force our way. [ JFiAm. 

Ind. We cannot, though o*er-power*d, our trust 

betray. [ WiOm. 

Cort Tis Vasquez's voice, he brings me liberty* 
Vasq. In spite of fate I'll set my general free ; 

Now victory for us, the town's our own.* 

Afff$. All hopes of safety and of love are gone 
As when some dreadful thunder-dap is nigh. 
The winged fire shoots swiflly through the sky. 
Strikes and consumes, ere scarce it does appeiff. 
And by the sudden ill prevents the fear ; 
Such is my state in this amazing woe. 
It leaves no power to think, much less to do. 

But shall my ri\^l live ? shall she enjoy 

That love in peace, I laboured to destroy ? \^Aside. 
Cort Her looks grow black as a tempestuous 
wind ; 
Sonio raging thoughts are rolling in her mind. 

Afm^ Rival, I must your jealousy remoYe, 
You shall, her^dftcr, be at rest for love. 
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Cyd. Now you are kind. 

Aim. -^ He whom you love is true ; 

But he shall never be possest by you. 

[Draws her dagger^ and runs towards her. 
Cort. Hold, hold, ah barbarous woman ! fly, oh 

fly! 
Cyd. Ah pity, pity, is no succour nigh ! 
Cart. Run, run behind me ! there you may be 

sure. 

While I have life) I will your life secure. 

[Cydabia gets behind him. 

Aim. On him, or thee, — ^light vengeance any 

where ! \She stabs^ and hurts him. 

' What have I done ? I see his blood appear ! 

Cyd. It streams, it streams from every vital part. 

Was there no wsty but this to find his neart ? 

Aim. Ah ! cursed woman, what was my design ! 
This weapon's point shall mix that blood with 
' mine ! 
\Gi>es to stab herself^ and being tvithin his reetch 

he snatches the da^er. 
Cort. Now neither Ufe nor death are in your 

power. 
Ahn. Then sullenly I'll wait my fatal hour. 

Enter Vasquez and Pizarro, with drawn swords. 

Vasq. He lives, he lives ! 

Cort. — — Unfetter me with speed ; 
Vasquez, I see you troubled that I bleed. 
But 'tis not deep, our army I can head. 

Vasq. You to a certain victory are led ; 
Your men, all arm'd, stand silently within. 
I with your freedom did the work begin. 

Pi%. What friends we have, and how we came 
so strong. 
We'll softly tell you as we march along. 

6 
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Cort. In this safe place let me secure your fear. 

[To Cybabia. 
No clashing swords, no noise can enter here. 
Amidst our arms as quiet you shall be. 
As Halcyons brooding on a winter sea. 

Cyd. Leave me not here alone, and full of fiiglit, 
Amidst the terrors of a dreadfiil night. 
You judge, alas, my courage by your own ; 
I never durst in darkness be alone. 
I beg, I throw me humbly at your feet. 

Cort. You must not go where you may dangm 
meet. 
The unruly sword will no distinction make ; 
And beauty will not there give wounds, but take. 

Aim. Then stay and take me with you ; though 
to be 
A slave to wait upon your victory. 
My heart unmoved can noise and horror bear : 
Parting from you is all the death I fear. 

Cort. Almeria, 'tis enough I leave you free : 
You neither must stay here, nor go with me. 

Aim. Then take my life, that will my rest re- 
store ; 
'Tis all I ask, for saving yours before. 

Cort. That were a barbarous return of love. 

Aim. Yet, leaving it, you more inhuman prove. 
In both extremes I some relief should find ; 
Oh ! either hate me more, or be more kind. 

Cort. Life of my soul, do not my absence mourn. 
But cheer your heart in hopes of my return. 

[2bCYD. 
Your noble father's life shall be my care ; 
And both your brothers I'm obliged to spare. 

Cyd. Fate makes you deaf, while I in vain im- 
plore ; — 
My heart forebodes, I ne'er shall see you more. 
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I have but one request, — when I am dead, 
Liet not my rival to your love succeed. 

Cort Fate will be kinder . than your fears fore- 
tell; 
Farewell, my dear. 

Cyd. A long and last farewell. 

^ — So eager to employ the cruel sword? 
Can you not one, not one last look afford ! 

Cort I melt to womanish tears, and if I stay, 
I find my love, my courage will betray ; 
Yon tower will keep you safe, but be so kind 
To your own life, that none may entrance find. 

Cyd. Then lead me there. [He leads her. 

For this one minute of your company, 
1 go, methinks, with some content to die* 

[Exeunt Cortez, Vasquez, Fizabro, and 
Cydaria. 
Aim, Farewell, O too much loved, since loved 
in vain ! — 
What dismal fortune does for me remain ! 
Night and despair my fatal footsteps guide ; 
That chance may give the death which he denied: 

[Exit. 

CoETEz, Vasquez, Pizarro, and Spaniards 

return again. 

Cort All I hold dear I trust to your defence ; 

[To Piz. 
Guard her, and on your life, remove not hence. 

[Exeunt Cortez and Vasquez. 
I'll venture that. 



The Gk)ds are good ; Til leave her to their care. 
Steal from my post, and in the plunder share. 

[Exit 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. — A chamber royals an Indian hamnuA 

discovered in it. 

Enter Odmar tcith soldiers, 6ir^OMA& and Ali- 

BECH bound. 

Odm. Fate is more just than you to my desert, 
And in this act you blame^ heaven takes my part. 

Guy. Can there be gods^ and no revenge provide ? 

Odm. The gods are ever of the conquering side : 
She's now tny queen ; the Spaniards have agreed, 
I to my father's empire shall succeed. 

Alib. How much I crowns contemn, I let thee see, 
Chusing the younger, and refusing thee. 

Gruy. Were she ambitious, she'a disdain to own 
The pageant pomp of such a servile throne ; 
A throne, which thou by parricide dost gain. 
And by a base submission must retain. 

Alib. I loved thee not before ; but, Odmar, know, 
That now I hate thee, and despise thee too. 

Odm.With too much violence you crimes pursue, 
Which if I acted, 'twas for love of you. 
This, if it teach not love, may teacn you fear ; 
I brought not sin so far, to stop it here. 
Death in a lover's mouth would sound but ill ; 
But know, I either must enjoy, or kill. 

Alib. Bestow, base man, thy idle threats elsewhere, 
My mother's daughter knows not how to fear. — 
Since, Guyomar, I must not be thy bride. 
Death shdl enjoy what is to thee denied. 

Odm. Then take thy wish 

Gut/. Hold, Odmar, hold. 
My right in Alibech I will resign ; 
Kather than see her die, I'll see her thine. 
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Alib. In vain thou would'st resign, for I will be. 
Even when thou leav'st me, constant still to thee : 
That shall not save my life. Wilt thou appear 
Fearful for her, who for herself wants fear ? 

Odm. Her love to him shews me a surer way ; 
I by her love her virtue must betray. — [Aside. 
Since, Alibech, you are so true a wife, [ To her. 
Tis in your power to save your husband's life. 
The gods, by me, youR love and virtue try ; 
For both will suffer, if you let him die. 

Alib. I never can believe you will proceed 
To such a black and execrable deed. 

Odm. I only threatened you ; but could not prove 
So much a fool, to murder what I love : 
But in his death I some advantage see : 
Worse than it is rm sure it cannot be. 
If you consent, you with that gentle breath 
Preserve his life : If not, behold his death. 

[Holds his sword to his breast. 

Alih. What shall I do ! 

Gruy. What, are your thoughts at strife 
About a ransom to preserve my life ? . 
Though to save yours I did my interest give, 
Think not, when you were his, I meant to live. 

Alih. O let him be preserved by any way ! 
But name not the foul price which I ipust pay. 

[2b Odm. 

Odm. You would, and would not, — I'll no longer 
stay. [Offers again to hill him. 

Alih. I yield, I yield ; but yet, ere I am ill. 
An innocent desire I would fiilfill : 
With Guyomar I one chaste kiss would leave, j 
The first and last he ever can receive. 

Odm. Have what you ask. That minute you 
agree 
To my desires, your husband shall be free. 

I [They unbind her^ she goes to her husband. 
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Guy. No, Alibech, we never must embrace. 

[-Hi? turns Jrcm her. 
Your guilty kindness why do you misplace ? 
*Tis meant to him, he is your private choice ; 
I was made yours but by the public voice. 
And now you leave me with a poor pretence. 
That your ill act is for my life*s defence. 

AlUf. Since there remains no other means to try, 
Think I am false ; I cannot see you die. 

Cruy. To give for me both life and honour too, 
Is more, perhaps, than I could give for you. 
You have done much to cure my jealousy. 
But cannot perfect it unless both die ! 
For since both cannot live, who stays behind 
Must be thought fearful, or, what's worse, unkind 

Alib. I never could propose that death you chuse; 
But am, Hke you, too jealous to refuse. 

{Embracing him. 
Together dying, we together show 
That both did pay that faith, which both did owe. 

Odm. It then remains I act my own design : 
Have you your wills, but I will first have mine. 

Assist me, soldiers 

[ They go to hind her : She cries out. 

Enter Vasquez, and two Spaniards. 

Vasq. Hold, Odmar, hold ! I come in happy time 
To hinder my misfortune, and your crime. 

Odm. You ill return the kindness I have shown. 

Va^sq. Indian, I say, desist. 

Odm. Spaniard, be gone. 

Vasq. This lady 1 did for myself design : 
Dare you attempt her honour, who is mine ? 

Odm. You're much mistaken ; this is she, whom I 
Did with my father's loss, and country's, buy : 
• She, whom your promise did to me convey. 
When all tilings else were made your common prey. 
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Vasq. That promise made^ excepted one for me ; 
One whom I still reserved, and this is she. 
Odm. This is not she ; you cannot be so base. 
Vasq. I love too deeply to mistake the face. 
The vanquish'd must receive the victor's laws. 
Odm. If I am vanquish'd, I myself am cause. 
Vasq. Then thank yourself for what you undergo. 
Odin. This lawless might does justice overthrow. 
Va^q. Traitors, like you, should neverjustice name. 
Odm. You owe your triumphs to that traitor's 
shame. 
But to your general I'll my right refer. 

Vasq. He never will protect a ravisher. 
His generous heart will soon decide our strife ; 
He to your brother will restore his wife. 
It rests we two our claim in combat try, 
And that with this fair prize the victor fly. 

Odm. Make haste, 
I cannot suffer to be long perplext ; 
Conquest is my first wish, and death my next, 

\Theyfighty the Spaniards and Indians fight. 
AUb. The gods the wicked by themselves o'er- 
throw. 
All fight against us now, and for us too ! 

[ Unbinds her hushand. 
[ The two Spaniards and three Indians hill each 
other, Vasquez kills Odmar, Guyomar 
runs to his brother's sword. 
Vasq. Now you are mine ; my greatest foe is 
slain. [ To Al. 

Guy. A greater still to vanquish does remain. 
Vasq. Another yet ! 
The wounds, I make, but sow new enemies, 
Whichfrom their blood, likeearth-bom brethren, rise. 
Guy. Spaniard, take breath : Some respite I'll 
afford. 
My cause is more advantage than your sword. 
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Vasq. Thou art so brave— —could it with honour 
be, 
I'd seek thy friendship more than victory. 

Guy. Friendship with him, whose hand did Od- 
mar kill ! 
Base as he was, he was my brother still. 
And since his blood has wash'd away his guilt. 
Nature asks thine for that which thou hast spUt 
[ They fight a little and breathe, Alibech takes 
up a sword and comes on. 
Alib. My weakness may help something in the 

strife. 
Guy. Boll not my honour to preserve my life : 

[^Staying' her. 
Rather than by thy aid I'll conquest gain. 
Without defence I poorly will be slain. 

[^She goes back, theyfight again, Yasqjtez Jails. 
Guy. Now, Spaniard, beg thy life, and thou shalt 

live. 
Vasq. 'Twere vain to ask thee what thou canst 
not give ; 
My breath goes out, and I am now no more ; 
Yet her, I loved, in death I will adore. \_Dies. 

Guy. Come, Alibech, let us from hence remove. 
This is a night of horror, not of love. 
From every part I hear a dreadful noise. 
The vanquish'd crying, and the victor's joys. 
I'll to my father's aid and country's fly. 
And succour both, or in their ruin die. \ExeuiU. 

SCENE 11.—^ Prism. 

Montezuma, and Indian High Priest, bound; Pi- 
ZABRO, Spaniards with swords drawn, a Christian 
Priest. 

Piz. Thou hast not yet discover'd all thy store. 
Mont. I neither can nor will discover more ; 
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The gods will punish you, if they be just ; 
The gods will plague your sacrilegious lust. 

Chr. Priest Mark how this impioua heathen jus- 
tifies 
His own false gods, and our true Gk)d denies ! 
How wickedly he has refused his wealth, . 
And hid his gold from christian hands, by stealth. 
DowQ with him, kill him, merit heaven thereby. 

Ind. High Pr. Can heaven be author of such 
cruelty ? 

Ph. Since neither threats nor kindness will pre- 
vail. 
We must by other means your minds assail ; 
Fasten the engines ; stretch 'em at their length. 
And pull the straiten'd cords with all your strength. 

[They fasten them to the racTcy and then puU them. 

Mont The gods, who made me once a king, shall 
know, 
I still am worthy to continue so. 
Though now the subject of your tyranny, 
1*11 plague you worse than you can punish me. 
Know, I have gold, which you shall never find ; 
No pains, no tortures shall unlock my mind. 

Chr. Pr. Pull harder yet; he does not feel therack. 

M(ynt. Pull 'till my veins break, and my sinews 
crack. 

Ind. High Pr. When will you end your barbarous 
cruelty ? 
I beg not to escape, I beg to die. 

Mont. Shame on thy priesthood, that such prayers 
can bring ! 
Is it not brave, to suffer with thy king ? 
When monarchs suffer, gods themselves bear part ; 
Then well mayest thou, who but my vassal art. 
I charge thee, dare not groan, nor shew one sign. 
Thou at thy torments dost the least repine. 
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Ind. High Pr. You took an oath, when you re- 
ceived the crown. 
The heavens should pour theu'usual blessings down; 
The sun should shine, the earth its fruits produce, 
And nought be wanting to your subjects' use : 
Yet we with fitmine were oppresty and now 
Must to the yoke of cruel masters bow. 

Mont. If those above, who made the world, oouU 
be 
Forgetful of it, why then blamest thou me ? 
Chr. Pr. Those pains, O prince, thou suffer^st 
now, are light 
Compared to those, which, when thy soul takes 

flight. 
Immortal, endless, thou must then endure. 
Which death begins, and time can never cure. 

Mont. Thou art deceived ; for whensoever I die» 
The Sun, my father, bears my soul on high : 
He lets me down a beam, and mounted there. 
He draws it back, and pulls me through the air. 
I in the eastern parts, and rising sky, 
You in heaven's downfal, and the west must lie. 
Chr. Pr. Fond man, by heathen ignorance mis- 
led. 
Thy soul destroying when thy body's dead : 
Change yet thy faith, and buy eternal rest. 

Ind. High Pr. Die in your own, for our belief is 

best. 
Mont. In seeking happiness you both agree. 
But in the search, the paths so different be. 
That all religions with each other fight. 
While only one can lead us in the right. 
But till that one hath some more certain mark. 
Poor human kind must wander in the dark ; 
And suffer pain eternally below. 
For that, which here we cannot come to know. 
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Chr. Pr. That which you worship, and which you 
believe, 
From nature's common hand we both receive. 
All, under various names, adore and love 
One Power immense, which ever rules above. 
Vice to abhor, and virtue to pursue. 
Is both believed and taught by us and you. 
Biit here our worship takes another way 

Mont Where both agree, 'tis there most safe to 
stay. 
For what's more vain than public light to shun. 
And set up tapers, while we see the sun ? 

Ckr. Pr. Though nature teaches whom we should 
adore. 
By heavenly beams we still discover more. 

Mont Or this must be enough, or to mankind 
One equal way to bliss is not design'd ; 
For though some more may know, and some know 

less. 
Yet all must know enough for happiness. 

Chr. Pr. If in this middle way you still pretend 
To stay, your journey never will have end. 

Mont. Howe'er, 'tis better in the midst to stay. 
Than wander farther in uncertain way. 

Chr. Pr. But we by martyrdom our faith avow. 

Mont You do no more than I for ours do now. 

To prove religion true 

If either wit or sufferings would suffice. 
All faiths afford the constant and the wise. 
And yet even they, by education sway'd. 
In age defend what infancy obey'd. 

Chr. Pr. Since age by erring childhood is misled. 
Refer yourself to our unerring head. 

Mont. Man, and not err ! what reason can you 
give? 

Chr.Pr. Renounce that carnal reason, and believe. 
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Mont The light of nature should I thus betray, 
'Twere to wink hard, that I might see the day. 
Chr. Pr. Condemn not yet the way you do not 
know; 
I'll make your reason judge what way to go. 

Mont. 'Tis much too late for me new ways to take, 
Who have but one short step of life to make. 
Piz. Increase their pains, the cords are yet too 

slack. 
Oir. Pr. I must by force convert him on the ra€k. 
Ind. High. Pr. I faint away, and find I can no 
more. — 
Give leave, O king, I may reveal thy store. 
And free myself i'rom pains I cannot bear. 

Mont. Think'st thou I lie on beds of roses here, 
Or in a wanton bath stretched at my ease ? 
Die, slave, and with thee die such thoughts as these. 

\^High Priest turns astde^ and dies. 

Enter Cortez attended hy Spaniards^ he speaks 

entering. 

Cort. On pain of death, kill luyae but those who 
fight ; 
I much repent me of this bloody night 
Slaughter grows murder when it goes too far. 
And makes a massacre what was a war.* 
Sheathe all your weapons, and in silence move, 
'Tis sacred here to beauty, and to love. 

Ha [^Sees Mont. 

What dismal sight is this, which takes from trie 
All the delight, that waits on victory ! 

[Runs to take him off the rack. 
Make haste. — ^How now, religion, do you firown? 
Haste, holy avarice, and help him down.— 
Ah, father, father, what do I endure 

\Embramhg Mont. 
To see these wounds my pity cannot cure ! 
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Mont. Am I so low that you should pity bring. 
And give an infant's comfort to a king ? 
Ask these, if I have once unmanly ^groan*d ; 
Or aught have done deserving to be moan'd. 

Cort Did I not charge, thou shouldst not stir 
from hence ? [To Viz. 

But martial law shall punish thy offence. — 
And you, [To the Christian Priest. 

Who saucily teach monarchs to obey, 
And the wide world in narrow cloisters sway ; 
Set up by kings as humble aids of power. 
You that which bred you, viper-like, devour. 
You enemies of crowns ■ 

Chr. Pr. Come, let's away, 
We but provoke his fury by our stay. 

Cort. If this go free, farewell that discipline. 
Which did in Spanish camps severely shine. 
Accursed gold, 'tis thou hast caused these crimes ; 
Thou turn'st our steel against thy parent climes ! 
And into Spain wilt fatally be brought, 
Since with the price of blood thou here art bought. 

[Exeunt Priest and Pizarro. 
[CoRTEZ kneels hy Montezuma, and weeps. 

Cort Can you forget those crimes they did com- 
mit? 

Mont m do what for my dignity is fit. 
Rise, sir, I'm satisfied the fault was theirs. 
Trust me^ you make me weep to see your tears. 
Must I chear you ? 

Cort Ah heavens ! 

Mont. You're much to blame ; 
Your grief is cruel, for it shews my shame. 
Does my lost crown to my remembrance bring. 
But weep not you, and I'll be still a king. 
You have forgot, that I your death design'd. 
To satisfy the proud Almeria's mind. 
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You, who preserved my life, I doomed to die, 
Cort. Your love did that, and not your cruelty. 

Enter a Spaniard. 

Span. Prince Guyomar the combat still maintains, 
Our men retreat, and he their ground regains. 
But once encouraged by our general's sight. 
We boldly should renew the doubtful fight. 

Cort. Remove not hence, you shall not long at- 
tend ; ^ {To Montezuma. 
I'll aid my soldiers, yet preserve my firiend. 

Mont. Excellent man ! [Exeunt Cortez, Sf. 
But I, by living, poorly take the way 
To injure goodness, which I cannot pay. 

Enter Almeria, 

Aim. Ruin and death run arm'd through every 
street ; 
And yet that fate, I seek, I cannot meet. 
What guards misfortunes are and misery ! 
Death, that strikes all, yet seems afraid of me. 

Mont. Almeria here ! Oh turn away your face ! 
Must you be witness too of my disgrace ? 

Aim. I am not that Almeria whom you knew, 
But want that pity I denied to you. 
Your conqueror, alas, has vanquished me ; 
But he refuses his own victory. 
While all are captives in your conquer'd state, 
I find a wretched freedom in his hate. 

Mont Could'st thou thy love on one who scom'd 
thee lose ? 
He saw not with my eyes, who could refuse. 
Him, who could prove so much unkind to thee, 
I ne'er will suffer to be kind to me. 

Aim. I am content in death to share your fate ; 
And die for him I love, with him I hate. 
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Mimt What shall I do in this perptexio^ stsail ! 

- My 'tortured limbs' refuse to bear wj weight. 

[End^afsouring ia walhj not, hdng abk. 
. .1 cannot go< to death to set me free;. 

- Death must be kind, and eonoe himself to mio^ 

\ Aim. I've thought upon't ; I hav« alG&ijBftiidoWy 

[ Alm. nmdng. 
^ Whidi I must needs deispatcfa before I goi^-*^ 
^ -Shr, I have found a place where you may be, [ 7b him. 
9 (Thou^ not preserved) yet, Ij^ke a king, die free ; 
• The general left your <^ughter in the tower,, 
.We may a while resist the Spaniards' power, 
-if Guyomar prevaiL 

Mont Make haste and call ; 
She'll hear your voice, ^iid answer fromi the walL 
• .^Ayr. My voice she kKiows^aiutfeais,. but 1^ 

own; 
' jAiid, to ^im entrance^ feign you are alone. 

[Alm. steps behind. 
Mond. Cydana! 
Alm.^ Louder. 
Mont Daughter! 
Aim. LfOuderyet. 

Mwt. Thodi canst not, sure^ thy &thei*s voice 
fiM'get \HehnMh8.aith^dQar,ai last CY' 

D AaiA looks aver ika htdomy. 
C^. Since my love went, I have been fiagbted so. 
With dismal groans, and noises from below, 
I durst not send my eyes abroad, for fear 
Of seeing dangers, which I yet but hear. 
Mont. Cydaria ! 
Cyd. Sure, 'tis my father calls. 
Mont Dear child, make haste ; 
All hqpe of succour, but from tkee^ is past 
As when, upon the sands„ the traveller 
Sees the high sea come rolling from afar, 
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The land grow short, he mends his weary paoe» 
While deidli behind him covers all the {woe; 
So I, by swift misfortunes, am pmrsiied. 
Which on each other are, like waves, renew'd. 
Cyd. Are you alone ? 
Mont. I am. 
Cjfd. rU strait descend ; 
Heaven did you here for both our safeties seoidL 
[C YDARIA descends end opens the door^ Alme- 
RiA rushes betwixt toith Montezuma. 
Qfd. Almeria here ! then I am lost again. 

IJBalhihnul. 
Aim. Yield to my strength, you struggle but in 
vain. 
Make haste and shut, our enemies appear. 

[CoRTEZ and Spaniards appear at the other end, 
Cyd. Then do you enter, and let me stay here. 
\As she speaksy Almeria overpowers her, 
thrusts her in, and shuts. 
Cort. Sure I both heard her voice and saw bar &ee ; 
She's like a vision vanished from the place. 
Too late I find my absence was too long ; 
My hopes grow sickly, and my fears grow strmig. 
[jH> knocks a little^ then Montezuma, Cyda- 
ria, and Almeria, appear above. ' 
Aim. Look up, look up, and see if you can know 
Those, whom in vain you think to &id below. 
Ct/d. Look up, and see Cydaria's lost estate. 
Mont. And cast one look on Montezuma's fate. 
Cort. Speak not such dismal words as wound my 
ear; 
Nor name death to me, when Cydaria's there. 
Despair not, sir ; who knows but conquering Spain 
May part of what yon lost restore again ? 
Mont. No, Spaniard ; know, he who, to empire 
bom. 
Lives to be less, deserves the victor's scom. 
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Kings and their crowns have but one destiny. 
Power is their life ; when that expires, they die. 

Cyd. What dreadful words are these ! 

Mont. Name life no more ; 
Tis now a torture worse than all I bore. 
I'll not be bribed to suffer life, but die. 
In spite of your mistaken clemency. 
I was your slave, and I was used like one ; 
The shame continues when the pain is gone. 
'Butl'm a king while this is in my hand — [His sword. 
He wants no subjects, who can death command. 
You should have tied him up, t'have conquered me ; 
But he's still mine, and thus he sets me free. 

[Stabs himself. 

Cyd. Oh, my dear father ! 

Ahn. When that is forced, there yet remain two 

more. 
[The Soldiers break open the first door^ and go in. 
We shall have time enough to take our way. 
Ere any can our fatal journey stay. 

Mont. Already mine is past. — O, Powers divine. 
Take my last thanks ; no longer I repine ; 
I might have lived my own mishap to mourn, 
Whife some would pity me, but more would scorn ! 
For pity only on fresh objects stays. 
But with the tedious sight of woes decays. 
Still less and less my boiling spirits flow ; 
And I ^row stiff, as cooling metals do. — 
Farewell, Almeria. [Dies. 

Cyd. He's gone, he's gone, 
And leaves poor me defenceless here alone. 

Aim. You shall not long be so. Prepare to die. 
That you may bear your rather company. 

Cyd. O name not death to me ! you fright me so. 
That with the fear I shall prevent the blow. 
I know, your mercy's more than to destroy 
A thing so young, so innocent as I. 
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Cart. Whence can proceei thy erud tiiii^t tf 
blood. 
Ah, barbarous woman ? Woman 1 thaf a too mod, 
Too mild for thee. There's pity in that nsoi^ 
But thou hast lost thy pity with thy shame. 

Aim. Your cruel words have pierced me to die 
heart; 
But on my rival I'll revenge my smart, 

Cort. Oh stay your hand ! and, to redeem my fauit, 
I'll speak the Kindest words 
That tongue e^er utter'd, or that heart e'er thou^t 
Dear— lovely swee t 

Aim. This but offends me more ; 
You act your kindness on Cydaria's score. 

Cyd. For his dear sake, let me my life rec^re. 

Aim. Fool, for his sake alone you must not live. 
Revenge is now my joy ; he's not for me» 
And I'U make sure he ne'er shall be for tkee. 

Cyd. But what's my crime ? 

Aim. 'Tis loving wnere J love. 

Cffd. Your own example does my act approve. 

Aim. 'Tis such a fault I never can forgive. 

Cf/d. How can I mend, unless you let me live? 
I yet am tender, young, and full of fear. 
And dare not die, but fain would tarry here. ^ 

Cort. If blood you seek, I will mv own resign. 
O spare her life, and in exchange take mine ! 

Aim. The love you shew but hastes h^r death 
the more. 

Cort. I'll run, and help to force the inner door. 

[I* going tM kasie. 

Aim. Stay, Spaniard, stay ; depart not fixmi mj 
eyes. 
That moment that I lose your sight, she dies. 
To look on you, I'll grant a short reprieve. 

Cort. O make yeur gift more full, and let her live ! 
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I dms not go ; aild yet how dare I stay !- 
Her I would save, I murder either way. 

Cfdi Cat you be tio hard-^hedrted to destroy 
My f ipening hopes, that are i^ near to joy ? 
I j[tL&t kpptxxidi to All I would possess : 
li^th only standi 'twixt m^ and happiness. 

Aim. Your fatb^, with hi^ life, has lost his 
throne : 
Your country's freedom and renown is gone. 
H^ttfour requiires yoiir death ; you tntist obey. 

Cyd. Do you die first, and shew ine then the way. 

Aha. Should you notfbllow,my revenge were lost. 

Cyd. Then rise again, and fright me with your 
ghost. 

AM. I will ndt ttust to that ; since death I chuse, 
111 riot ledve you that life which I refuse. 
If death's A pain^ it is not less to me ; 
And If 'tis fiothing, 'tis no more to thee. 
But hark I th^ noise increases from behind ; 
They're neltf^ and may prevent what I design'd. 
^dk6 ttf«>re a rival's gift. IStaJbs her. 

Cart. Ferditiofn seize thee for so black a deed ! 

AM, Blame nai an aet> which did from love pro- 

eeed. 

I'll thuii^ ir^^Veilge the^ with this fatal blow ; 

[SUjAs kerseys. 
Stand fitif, iuld left toy heart-blood on thee flow. 

Cyd. Stay^ lifei aftd keep mel in the cheerful light ! 
Death is too black, and dwells iit too much night 
Thou leatv^st Bfte^ life, but love supplies thy part. 
And keept^ itief i^drltf, by lingering in my heart 
Y*fc dying fot him, I thy cliutn remove ; 
How dett it costs to conquer in my love ! 
Now strike : That thought, I hope, will arm vAj 
breast 

Aim. Ah, with what differing passions am I prest ! 
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Cyd. Death, when far off, did terrible appear ; 
But looks less dreadful as he comes more near. 

Aim. O rival, I have lost the power to kOl ; 
Strength hath forsook my arm, and rage m j wilL 
I must surmount that love which thou hast shown; 
Dying for him is due to me alone. 
Thy weakness shall not boast the victory ; 
Now thou shalt live, and dead I'll conquer thee : 
Soldiers, assist me down. 

[Exeunt from above, led hy Soldiers^ tind enter 
bothy led by Cortez. 

Cort Is there no danger then ? [To Cydabu. 

Cyd. You need not fear 
My wound ; X cannot die when you are near. 

Cort. You, for my sake, life to Cydaria give ; 

[ToAlm. 
And I could die for you, if you might live. 

Aim. Enough, X die content, now you are kind ; 
Kill*d in my limbs, reviving in my mind.—* 
Come near, Cydaria, and forgive my crime. 

[Cydaria starts bad. 
You need not fear my rage a second time : 
I'll bathe your wounds in tears for my offence. 
That hand, which made it, makes this recompence. 

[Ready to join their hands. 
J would have join'd you, but my heart's too high : 
You will, too soon, possess him when I die. 

Cort. She faints ; O softly set her down. 

Aim. 'Tis past ! 
In thy loved bosom let me breathe my last. 
Here, in this one short moment that I live, 
I have whate'er the longest life could give. [Dies. 

Cort. Farewell, thou generous maid: Even victory, 
Glad as it is, must lend some tears to thee ; 
Many 1 dare not shed, lest you believe [To Cyd. 
I joy in you less than for her I grieve. 
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Cyd. But are you sure she's dead ? 
I must embrace you fast, before I know. 
Whether my life be yet secure, or no. 
Some other hour I will to tears allow. 
But, having you, can shew no sorrow now. 

Enter GvYOMASLandAiaiBEcnhound^ mthSddiers. 

Cort. Prince Guyomar in bonds ] O friendship's 
shame ! * 
It makes me blush to own a victor's name. 

[ Unbinds him,^ C ydaria, Alibech. 

Cyd. See, Alibech, Almeria lies there ; 
But do not think 'twas I that murder'd her. 

[Alibech kneels, and kisses her dead sister. 

Cart Live, and enjoy more than your conqueror. 

[2b Guyomar. 
Take all my love, and share in all my power. 

Guy, Think me not proudly rude, if I forsake 
Those gifts I cannot with my honour take. 
I for my country fought, and would again. 
Had I yet left a country to maintain. 
But since the G^ds decreed it otherwise, 
I never will on its dear ruins rise. 

AUb. Of all your goodness leaves to our dispose. 
Our liberty's tne onfy gift we chuse. 
Absence alone can make our sorrows less ; 
And not to see what we can ne'er redress. 

Cruy. Northward, beyond the mountains, we will 

Where rocks lie cover'd with eternal snow. 
Thin herbage in the plains and fruitless fields. 
The sand no gold, the mine no silver yields. 
There love and freedom we'll in peace enjoy ; 
No Spaniards will that colony destroy. 
We to ourselves will all our wishes grant ; 
And, nothing coveting, can nothing want 
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Cart. First yoor grent fsL^keifs fiineral poiup pro- 
vide; 
That done, in peace your generotn exiles ^aide; 
While I loud thtfdct pay tD the Bowas above, 
Thus doubly Uest, with oonquest, and ivith lova 

IJExeuMt. 



V 



JIPILOGUE 

BY A MERCURY. 



To all and singular in this full meeting. 

Ladies and gauants, Phcebus sends ye greeting. 

To all his sons, by whate'er title known. 

Whether of court, or coffee-house or town ; 

From his most mighty sons, whose confidence 

Is placed in lofty sound, and humble sense. 

Even to his little infants of the time. 

Who write new songs, and trust in tune and rhyme : 

Be't known, that Pho^us (being daily grieved 

To see good plays condemned, and bad received) 

Ordains, your judgment upon every cause. 

Henceforth, be limited by wholesome laws. 

He first thinks fit no sonnetteer advance 

His censure farther than the song or dance. 

Your wit burlesque may one step higher dimb, 

And in his sphere may judge all doggrel rhyme : 

All proves, and moves, and loves, and honours too ; 

All that appears hi^h sense, and scarce is low. 

As for the coffee-wits, he says not much p 

Their proper business is to damn the Dutch : 

For the great Dons of wit>— 

Phoebus gives them full privilege alone, 

To damn all others, and cry up their own. 

L4i8t, for the ladies, 'tb ApoUo's will. 

They should have power to save, but not to kill : 

For love and he long since have thought it fit. 

Wit live by beauty, 1>eauty reign by wit. 



SECRET LOVE; 



OB9 THE 



MAIDEN QUEEN. 



— ——Ft^tti nemo Wneiuuctter/ opHmusiUe 
Qjd minimis urgehirm Hokat. 



THE MAIDEN QUEEN. 



The Maiden Queen is said, by Langbaine, to be founded upon 
certain passages in ** The Grand Cyrus," and in '^ Ibrahim, the 
iUustrious Bassa." Few readers will prdbably take the trouble of 
consultine these huge volumes, for the purpose of ascertaining the 
truth of this charge. Even our duty, as editors, cannot impel us 
to the taik ; satisfied, as we are, that, since these ponderous folios 
at that time loaded every toilette, Dryden can hardly have taken 
more from such well-known sources, than the mere outline of the 
story. Indeed, to a certain degree, the foundation of the plot, 
upon a story in the " Cyrus," is admitted by the author. The 
cnaracter of the Queen is admirably drawn, and the catastrophe is, 
brought very artfully forward ; the uncertainty, as to her final de« 
cision, continuing till the last moment. In this, as in all our author's 
plays, some passages of beautiful poetry occur in the dialogue; as, 
for example, the scene in act 3d betwixt Philocles and Candiope. 
The characters, excepting that of the Maiden Queen herself, are 
lame and uninteresting. Philocles, in particular, has neither 
enough of love to make him despbe ambition, nor enough of am- 
bition to make him break the fetters of love. We might have ad- 
mired him, had he been constant ; or sympathised with him, had 
he sinned against his affections, and repented ; but there is nothing 
interesting in the vacillations of his indecision. The comic part 
of the play contains much of what was thought wit in the reign of 
Charles II. ; for marriage is railed against, and a male and female 
rake join in extolling the pleasures of a single life, even while the 
usage of the theatre compels them, at length, to put on the matri- 
monial chains. It is surprising, that no venturous author, in that 
g&y Age, concluded, by making such a couple happy in their own 
way* The novelty of such a catastrophe would nave insured its 
success ; and, unlike to the termination of the loves of Celadon 
and Florimel, it would have been strictly in character. 

The Maiden Queen was first acted in 1667 ; and printed, as the 
poet has informed us, by the command of Charles himself, who 
eraced it with the title of his play. Dryden mentions the excel- 
lence of the acting, so it was probably received very favourably* 
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It has been the ordinary practice of the French 
poets, to dedicate their works of this nature to their 
king ; especially when they have had the least en- 
couragement to it, by his approbation of them on 
the stage. But, I confess, I want the confidence 
to follow their example, tlK>ugh, perhaps, I have as 
specious pretences to it, for tnis piece, as any they 
can boast of; it having been owned in so particuliur 
a manner by his majesty, that he has graced it with 
the title of his play, and thereby rescued it from the 
severity (that I may not say malice) of its enemies. 
But though a character so high mid undeserved has 
not raised in me the presumption to offer such a 
trifle to his most serious view, yet I will own the 
vanity to say, that after this glory which it has re- 
ceived from a sovereign prince, I could not send it 
to seek protection from any subiect. Be this poem, 
then, sacred to him, without the tedious form of 
a dedication, and without presuming to interrupt 
those hours which he is daily giving to the peace 
and settlement of his people. 

For what else concerns this play, I would tell the 
reader, that it is regular, according to the strictest 
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of dramatic laws ; but that it is a commendation 
which many of our poets now despise^ and a beau- 
ty which our common audiences do not easily dis^ 
cern. Neither indeed do I value myself upon it ; 
because, with all that symmetry of parts, it may 
want an air and spirit (which consists in the wri- 
ting) to set it off. *Th a question variously dispu- 
ted, whether an author may be allowed as a compe- 
tent judge of his own works. As to the fabric ^id 
contrivance of them, cert^oi^y he may ; for that is 
properly the employment of the judgment; whidi, 
as a master-builder, he may determine, and that 
without deception, whether the work be according 
to the exactness of the model ; still granting him 
to have a perfect idea of that pattern by whidi h^ 
works, and that he keepa himself always oonatanl 
to the discourse of his judgment, without admittaig 
adl^love, which is the false surveyor of his fancy, to 
intermeddle in it. These q^ual|£k»itions granted (be- 
ing such as all sound poets are presupposed to have 
within them), I think all writers, of what kind so- 
ever, may infallibly judge of the frame and contex- 
ture of their work^. But for the omam^it of wrir 
ting, which is greater, more various, and hissarrein 
poesy than in any other kind, as it is piioperly the 
child of fancy, so it can receive no measure, or at 
least but a very imperfect one, of its own excdlen- 
cies, or ^ilures, from the judgment. Self-love (which 
enters but rarely into the offices of the judgm^it) 
here predominates ; and fancy (if I may so speak,) 
judging of itself, can be no more certain, or demon- 
strative of its own effects, than two crooked lines 
can be the adequate measure of each other. What 
I have said on this subject may, perhaps, give me 
some credit with my readers, in my opinion of this 
play, which I have ever valued above the rest of 
my follies of this kind ; yet not thereby in the least 

9 
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dissenting from their judgment, who have conclu- 
ded the writing of this to be much inferior to my 
'• Indian Emperor.'* But the argument of that was 
much more noble, not having the allay of comedy 
to depress it ; yet if this be more perfect, either in 
its kind, or in the general notion of a play, it is as 
much as I desire to have granted for the vindication 
of my opinion, and what as nearly touches me, the 
sentence of a royal Judge. Many have imagined 
the character of Philocks to be faulty ; some for 
not discovering the queen's love, others for his join-> 
ing in her restraint ; but though I am not of their 
number, who obstinately defend what they have 
once said, I may, with modesty, take up those an- 
swers which have been made for me by my friends ; 
namely, that Philodes, who was but a gentleman 
of ordmary birth, had no reason to guess so soon 
ttt the queen's passion ; she being a person so much 
above him, and, by the suffrages of all her people, 
already destined to Lysimantes : Besides, tnat he 
was prepossessed (as the queen somewhere hints it 
to him) with another inclination, which rendered 
him less clear-sighted in it, since no man, at the 
same time, can distinctly view two different ob- 
jects ; and if this, with any shew of reason, may be 
defended, I leave my masters, the critics, to deter- 
mine, whether it be not much more conducing to 
the beauty of my plot, that Philocles should be 
long kept ignorant of the queen's love, than that 
with one leap he should have entered into the know- 
ledge of it, and thereby freed himself, to the dis- 
gust of the audience, from that pleasing labyrinth 
of errors which was prepared for him. As for that 
other objection, of his joining in the queen's impri- 
sonment, it is indisputably uiat which every man, 
if he examines himself, would have done on the 
like occasion. If they answer, that it takes from 
VOL. II. 2 b 
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the height of his character to do it ; I would eiK> 
quire of my overwise censors, who told them I in- 
tended him a perfect character, or, uideed, what 
necessity was there he should be so, the yariety of 
images Deing one great beauty of a play ? It was as 
mudi as I designed, to shew one great and absolute 
pattern of honour in my poem, which I did in the 
person of the queen ; all the defects of the other 
parts being set to shew, the more to recommend 
that one character of yirtue to the audience. But 
neither was the fault of Philocles so great, if the 
circumstances be considered, which, as moral philo- 
sophy assures us, make the essential differences of 
good and bad ; he himself best explmning his own 
intentions in his last act, which was the restora-i 
tion of his queen ; and even before that, in the ho- 
nesty of his expressions,. when he was unavoidably 
led by the impulsions of his love to do it. That 
which with more reason was objected as an inde- 
conim, is the management of the last scene of the 
play, where Celadon and Florimel are treating too 
lightly of their marriage in the presence of the 
queen, who likewise seems to stand idle, while the 
great action of the drama is still depending. This 
I cannot otherwise defend, than by telling you, I 
so designed it on purpose, to make my play go oflF 
more smartly ; that scene being, in the opinion of 
the best judges, the most divertising of the whole 
comedy. But though the artifice succeeded, I am 
willing to acknowledge it as a fault, since it pleased 
his majesty, the best judge, to think it so. 

I have only to add, that the play is founded on a 
story in the '^ Cyrus," which he calls the Queen of 
Corinth ; in whose character, as it has been affirmed 
to me, he represents that of the famous Christina, 
Queen of Sweden. This is what I thought conve- 
nient to write by way of preface to " The Maiden 



PEEFACE. 387 

Queen ;" in the reading of which I fear you will 
not meet with that satisfaction, which you have 
had in seeing it on the stage ; the chief parts of it, 
both serious and comic, being performed to that 
height of excellence, that nothing but a command, 
which I could not handsomely disobey, could have 
given me the courage to have made it public 



^ 



L 

Hi who writ this, not witibout paint and diougfat, 
From French and English theatres has brought 
The exactett rulet^ by whidi a pUy is wrought. 

IL 

The unities of action, place, and time ; 
The scenes unbroken; and a mingled diime 
Of Jonson's humour^ with Comeille's rhyme. 

III. 

But while dead colours he with care did lay. 
He fears his wit« or plot, he did not weigh. 
Which are the living beauties of a play* 

IV. 

Plays are like towns, which, howe'er fortified 
By engineers, have still some weaker side. 
By the o'er*seen defendant unespied. 

V. 

And with that art you make approaches now ; 
Such skilful fury in assaults you show. 
That every poet without shame may bow. 

VI. 

Ours, therefore, humbly would attend your doom. 
If, soldierlike, he may have terms to come. 
With fljing-colours, and with beat of drum. 

The Prologue goes omt, and jtoyr mlule a turn U 
played, after mhick he return* agmm. 
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I HAD forgot one half^ I do protest. 
And now am sent again Co speak the rest. 
He bows to every great and noble wit ; 
But to the little Hectors of the pit 
Our poet's sturdy, and will not submit. 
He'll be beforehand with 'em, and not stay 
To see each peevish critic stab his play ; 
Each puny censor, who, his skill to boast, 
Is cheaply witty on the poet's cost 
No critic's verdict should^ of right, stand good. 
They are excepted all, as men of blood ; 
And the same law shall shield him from their fury. 
Which has excluded butchers from a jury. 
You'd all be wits ■ 

But writing's tedious, and that way may ^1 ; 
The most compendious method is to rail : 
Which you so like, you think yourselves ill used, 
When in smart prologues you ane not abused. 
A civil prologue is approved by no man ; 
You hate it, as you do a civil woman. 
Your fancy's pall'd, and liberally you pay 
To have it qmcken'd ere you see a play ; 
Just as old sinners, worn from their delight. 
Give money to be whipp'd to appetite. 
But what a pox keep I so much ado 
To save our poet ? He is onejof you j 
' A brother judgment, and, as I hear say, 
A cursed critic as e'er damn'd a plav. 
Good savage gentlemen, your own kind spare ; 
He is, like you, a very wolf or bear ; 
Yet think not he'll your ancient rights invade. 
Or stop the course of your free damning trade ; 
For he (he vows) at no friend's play can sit. 
But he must needs find fault, t6 shew his wit. 
Then, for his sake, ne'er stint your own delight ; 
Throw boldly, for he sits to all that write ; 
With such he ventures on an even lay. 
For they bring ready money into play. 
Those who write not, and yet all writers nick. 
Are bankrupt gamesters, for they damn on tick. 
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ACT L 



SCENE 1.— Walks near tlie Court. 

Enter Celadon and Asteria, meeting each other ^ 
he in a riding-habit ; they embrace. 

Cel. Dear Asteria ! 

Ast My dear brother, welcome ! A thousand 
welcomes ! Methinks, this year you have been ab- 
sent has been so tedious ! — I hope, as you have 
made a pleasant voyage, so you have brought your 
good humour back again to court ? 

Cel. I never yet knew any company I could not 
be merry in, except it were an old woman's. 

Ast. Or at a funeral. 

Cel. Nay, for that you shall excuse me ; for I was 
never merrier than I was at a creditor's of mine, 
whose book perished with him. But what new 
beauties have you at court ? How do Melissa's two 
fair daughters ? 



Si.'- '' 
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Ast. When you tell me which of them you are 
in love with, III answer you. 

CeL Which of them, naughty sister! what a ques- 
tion's there ? With both oif them ; with eadi and 
singular of them. 

Jlst. Bless me !— You are not serious ? 

CeL You look, as if it were a wonder to see a man 
in love. Are they not handsome ? 

Ast. Ay ; but both together 

« CeL Ay, and both asunder ; why^ I hope there 
are but two of them ; the tali singing and dancing 
one, and the little innocent one ? 

AsL But you cannot marry both ? 

CeL No, nor either of them, I trust in Heaven ; 
but I can keep them company ; I can sing and 
dance with them, and treat them ; and that, I take 
it, is somewhat better than musty marrying them. 
Marriage is poor folks' pleasure, that cannot go to 
the cost of variety ; but I am out of danger of that 
with those two, for I love them so equally^ I can 
never make choice between them. Had I but one 
mistress, I might so to her to be merry, and she, 
perhaps, be out of humour ; there' were a visit lost. 
But here, if one of them frown upon me, the other 
will be the more obliging, on purpose to recommend 
her own gaiety ; besides a thousand things that I 
could name. 

Ast. And none of them to any purpose. 

CeL Well, if you will not be cruel to a poor lover, 
you might oblige me, by carrying me to their lodg- 
mgs. 

Ast. You know I am always busy about the 
queen. 

CeL But once or twice only ; *till I am a little 
flushed in my acquaintance with other ladies, and 
have learned to prey for myself. I promise you Til 
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make all the haste I can to end the trouble, by being 
in love somewhere else. 

Ast. You would think it hard to be denied now. 

CeL And reason good. Many a man hangs him- 
self for the loss of one mistress. How do you think, 
then, I should bear the loss of two ; especially in a 
court, where, I think, beauty is but thin sewn ? 

Ast. There's one Florimel, the queen's ward, a 
new beauty, as wild as you, and a vast fortune. 

Cd. I am for her before the world. Bring me to 
her, and PU release you of your promise for the 
other two. 

Enter a Page. 

Page. Madam, the queen expects you. 

CeL I see you hold her favour : adieu, sister : — 
you have a little emissary there, otherwise I would 
offer you my service. 

Ast. Farewell, brother ; think upon Florimel. 

Cel. You may trust my memory for a handsome 
woman. I'll think upon her, and the rest too ; 111 
forget none of them. [^Exit Astebia 

SCENE II. 

Enter a Crfintleman, walking aver the stage hastily ; 
AJier him Florimel and Flavia nuished. 

Fla. Fhormio ! Fhormio ! you will not leave us ? 

Gent. In faith, I have a little business. 

[Exit GefU. 

Cel. Cannot I serve you in the gentleman's room, 
ladies? 

Flo. Which of us would you serve? 

Cel. Either of you, or both of you. 

Ela. Why, could you not be constant to one ? 

CeL Constant to one I — I have been a courtier, a 
soldier, and a traveller, to good purpose, if I must 

4 
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be constant to one : Give me some twenty, some 
f(Nty, some a hundred mistresses ! I have iikhb love 
than any woman can turn her ta 

Flo. Bless us, let us be gone^ cousin : We two 
are nothing in his hand^ 

CeL Yet, for my part, I can live with as few mis- 
tresses as any man. I desire no supeifluities ; only 
for necessary change or so, as I shUt my linen. 

Flo. A pretty odd kind of fellow this ; he fits my 
humour rarely. [Aside. 

Fla. You are as inconstant as the moon. 

Flo. You wrong him, he*s as constant as the sun ; 
he would see all the world in twenty-four hours. 

CeL Tis very true, madam; but, like him, I 
would visit, and away. 

Flo. For w^hat an unreasonable thing it wer^ to 
stay long, be troublesome, and hinder a lady of a 
fresh lover. 

Cel. A rare creature this ! [Aside] — ^Besides, ma- 
dam, how like a fool a man lool^, when, after all 
his eagerness of two minutes before, he shrinks into 
a faint kiss, and a cold compliment — Ladies both, 
into your hands I commit myself; share me be- 
twixt you. 

Fla. I'll have nothing to do with you, since you 
cannot be constant to one. 

Cel. Nay, rather than lose either of you. Til do 
more ; Til be constant to an hundred of you. Or, 
if you will needs fetter me to one, agree the matter 
between yourselves ; and the most handsome take 
me. 

Flo. Though I am not she, yet since my mask is 
dow^n, and you cannot convince me, have a good 
faith of my beauty, and for once I take you for my 
servant. 

Cel. And for once I'll make a blind bargain with 
you. Strike hands ; is'Jt a match, mistress ? 
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Flo. Done, servant. 

Cel. Now I am sure I have the worst on't : For 
you see the worst of me, and that I do not of you, 
'till you shew your face.— Yet, now I think on't, 
you must be handsome. 

Flo. What kind of beauty do you like ? 

Cel. Just such a one as yours. 

Fh. What's that ? 

Cel. Such an oval face, clear skin, hazel eyes, 
thick brown eye-brows, and hair as you have, for 
all the world. 

Fla. But I can assure you, she has nothing of 
all this. 

Cel. Hold thy peace, envy ; nay, I can be con- 
stant an I set on't. 

Flo. 'Tis true she tells you* 

Cel. Ay, ay, you may slander yourself as you 
please. Then you have, — let me see 

Flo. I'll swear, you shall not see. 

Cel. A turned up nose, that gives an air to your 
face. — Oh, I find I am more and more in love with 
you ! — a full nether lip, an out-mouth, that makes 
mine water at it ; the bottom of your cheeks a little 
blub, and two dimples when you smile. For your 
stature, 'tis well ; and for your wit, 'twas given you 
by one that knew it had been thrown away upon 
an ill face. — Come, you're handsome, there's no de- 
nying it. 

Fh. Can you settle your spirits to see an ugly 
face, and not be frighted ? I could find in my heart 
to lifl up my mask, and disabuse you. 

Cel. I defy your mask. 'Would you would try 
the experiment ! 

Flo. No, I won't ; for your ignorance is the mo- 
ther of your devotion to me. 

Cel. Since you will not take the pains to convert 
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me, 111 make bold to keep my faith. A miserable 
man, I am sure, you have made me. 

Fla. This is pleasant. 

Cel. It may be so to you, but it is not to me; for 
aught I see, I am going to be the most constant 
Maudlin, 

Fh. 'Tis very well. Celadon ; you can be constant 
to cme you have never seen, and have fimtaken all 
you have seen ? 

Cd. It seems you know me then. — ^Well, if thcrn 
should'st prove one of my cast mistresses, I would 
use thee most damnably, for offering to make me 
love thee twice, 

2<Vb. You are i'the right : An old mistress, or sa- 
vant, is an old tune ; the pleasure on't is past, when 
we have once learned it. 

Fla» But what woman in the world would you 
wish her like ? 

Cel. I have heard of one Florimel, the queen's 
ward ; would she were as like her for beauty, as 
she is for humour ! 

Fla. Do you hear that, cousin ? [ lb Flob. i«ife. 

Flo. Florimel's not handsome. Besides, she's in- 
constant ; and only loves for some few days. 

Cel. If she loves for shorter time than I, she must 
love by winter days and summer nights, i'faith. 

Fh. When you see us together, you shall judge. 
In the mean time, adieu, sweet servant. 

Cel. Why, you wont be so inhuman to carry 
away my heart, and not so much as tell me where 
I may hear news on't ? 

Flo. I mean to keep it safe for you ; for, if you 
had it, you would bestow it worse. Farewell, I must 
see a lady. 

Cel. So must I too, if I can pull off your mask. 

Flo. You will not be so rude, I hope. 

CeL By this light, but I will ! 
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Flo. By this leg, but you shant. 

IJBjueunt Flo. aful Fla. running. 



SCENE III. 

Enter Philocles^ and meets him going out. 

Cel.Hovr ! my cousin, thenewfavourite! — [Aside. 

Phil. Dear Celadon ! most happily arrived. — 
I hear you've been an honour to your country 
In the Calabrian wars ; and I am glad 
I have some interest in it 

Cel. But in you 
I have a larger sulnect for my joys. 
To see so rare a thing as rising virtue, 
And merit, understood at court. 

PhU. Perhaps it is the only act, that can 
Accuse our queen of weakness. 

Enter Lysimantes, attended. 

< • 

Lys. O, my Lord Philocles, well overtaken ! 
I came to look you. 

Phil. Had I known it sooner, 
My swift attendance, sir, had spared your trouble. — 
Cousin, you see Prince Lysimantes [To Cei.. 
Is pleased to favour me with his commands. 
I beg you'll be no stranger now at court. 

Cel. So long as there oe ladies there, you need 
Not doubt me. [Exit Celadon. 

PhU. Some of them will, I hope, make you a 
convert. 

Ljfs. My Lord Philocles, I'm glad we are alone ; 
There is a business, that concerns me nearly, 
In which I beg your love, 

Phil. Command my service. 

Lys. 1 know your interest with the queen is great ; 
(I speak not this as envying your fortune, 
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For, frankly, I confess you have deserved it ; 
Besides my birth, my courage, and my honour. 
Are all above so base a vice,) 

Phil. I know, my lord, you are first prince o'the 
blood; 
Your country's second hope ; 
And that the public vote, when the queen weds. 
Designs you for her choice. 

Lys. I am not worthy. 
Except love makes desert ; 
For doubtless she's the glory of her time : 
Of faultless beauty, blooming as the spring 
In our Sicilian groves ; matcnless in virtue. 
And largely soul'd where'er her bounty gives. 
As, with each breath, she could create new Indies. 

Phil. But jealous of her glory, 

Lys. You are a courtier ; and, in other terms, 
Would you say, she is averse from marriage. 
Lest it might lessen her authority. 
But whensoe'er she does, I know the people 
Will scarcely suffer her to match 
With any neighbouring prince, whose power might 

bend 
Our free Sicilians to a foreign yoke. 

Phil. I love too well my country to desire it. 

L/t/s. Then, to proceed, (as you well know, my 
lord,) 
The provinces have sent their deputies, 
Humbly to move her, she would chuse at home ; 
And, (for she seems averse from speaking with them,) 
By my appointment, have design'd these walks, 
Where well she cannot shun them. — Now, if you 
Assist their suit, by joining yours to it. 
And by your mediation I prove happy, 
I freely promise you 

Phil. Without a bribe, command my utmost in 
it :— 
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And yet, there is a thing, which time may give me 
The confidence to name^ — 

Lys. 'Tis yours whatever.— 
But, tell me true, does she not entertain 
Some deep and settled thoughts against my person ? 

Phil. I hope, not so ; but she, of late, is froward. 
Reserved, and sad, and vex'd at little things ; 
Which her great soul, ashamed of, strait shakes off. 
And is composed again. 

Iajs. You are still near the queen ; and all our 
actions 
Come to princes' eyes, as they are represented 
By them, that hold the mirror. 

Phth Here she comes, and with her the deputies. 
I fear all is not right. 

Enter QueeUy Deputies after her ; Asteui a. Guards 
Flavia, Olinda, and Sabina. Queen turns 
hack to the Deputies, and speaks entering. 

Queen. And I must tell you. 
It is a saucy boldness, thus to press 
On my retirements. 

1 Dep. Our business being'^of no less concern, 
Than is the peace and quiet of your subjects ; — 
And that delayed, — 

3 Dep. We humbly took this time 
To represent your people's fears to you. 

Queen. My people's fears ! who made them states- 
men? 
They much mistake their business, if they think 
It is to govern. 

The rights of subjects, and of sovereigns. 
Are things distinct in nature. Theirs is to 
Enjoy propriety, not empire. 

Lffs. If they have err'd, 'twas but an over-care ; ' 
An ill-timed duty. 

Queen. Cousin, I expect 
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From your near blood, not to excuse, but check 

them. 
They would impose a ruler upon their lawfiil queen. 
For whaf s an husband else ? 

lAf9. Far, madam, be it from the thoughts 
Of any, who pretends to that high honour. 
To wish for more than to be reckoned 
As the most graced, and first of all your servants. 

Queefi. These are the insinuating promises 
Of those, who aim at power. But tell me, cousin, 
(For vou are unconcem'd, and may be judge,) 
Should that aspiring man compass his ends. 
What pawn of^his obedience could he give me, 
When kingly power were once invested in him ? 

Ia/9. What greater pledge than love! When those 
fair eyes 
Cast their commanding beams, he, that could be 
A rebel to your birth, must pay them homage. 

Queen. All eyes are fair. 
That sparkle with the jewels of a crown. 
But now I see my government is odious ; 
My people find I am not fit to reign. 
Else they would never 

Lyg. So far from that, we all acknowledge you 
The bounty of the gods to Sicily. 
More than they are you cannot make our joys ; 
Make them but lasting in a successor. 

JPhil. Your people seek not to impose a prince ; 
But humbly offer one to your free choice : 
And such a one he is — ^may I have leave 
To speak some little of his great deserts ?— 

Queen. I'll hear no more. — 
For you, attend to-morrow at the coundl ; 

fTo the Deputies. 
ves: — ^meantime, 
My cousin, I am sure, will welcome you. 
Lys. Still more and more mysterious. But I have 



■v. 
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Gained one of her women thdt shall unriddle it.-^ 

[Aside. 
Come, gentlemen. 

AH JDep. Heaven preserve your majesty j 

IJEa^eunt Lvs. and Dep. 

Queen. Philocles* you may stay. 

Phil. I humbly wait your majesty's comtaoiands. 

Queen. Yet, now I better think on't, you may go. 

Phil. Madam ! 

Queen. I have no commands ; — or, what's all one. 
You, no obedience. 

PhU. How ! no obedience, madam ? 
I plead no other merit; 'tis the charter 
By which I hold your fkvour, and my fortunes. 

Queen. My favours are cheap blessings, like rain, 
and sun-shine. 
For which we scarcely thank the gods, because 
We daily have them. 

Phil. Madam, your breath, which raised me from 
the dust, 
May lay me there again : 
But &te nor time can ever make me lose. 
The sense of your indulgent bounties to me. 

Queen. You are above them now^ grown popu- 
lar: — 



Ah, Philocles ! could I expect from you 
That usage ! — ^no tongue but yours 
To move me to a marriage ? — [ Weep^. 

The factious deputies might have some end in't. 
And my ambitious cousin gain a crown ; 
But what advantage could there come to you ? 
What could you hope from Lysimantes' reign. 
That you can want in mine ? 

Phil. You yourself clear me, madam. Had I 
sought 
More power, this marriage sure was not the way. 
Bul^ when your safety was in question, 

VOL. II. 2 c 
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When all your people were unsatisfied* 
Desired a king, — ^nay more, design'd the mau^-* 
It was my duty then, — 

Queen. Let me be judge of my own safety. 
I am a woman ; 
But danger from my subjects cannot fright me. 

Phil. But Lysimantes, madam, is a person,——- 

Queen. I cannot love. 
Shall I, — I, who was bom a soverdgn queen. 
Be barred of that, which God and nature give 
The meanest slave, a freedom in my love ? — 
Leave me, good Philocles, to my own thoughts ; 
When next I need your counsel. Til send for you. 

Phil. I'm most unhappy in your high displeasure; 
But, since I must not speak, madam, be pleased 
To peruse this, and therein read my care. 

[He plucks out apaper^ and presents it to her; but 
drops, unknown to him, a picture. JEadt Phil. 

Queen, [reads.'] A catalogue of such persons, — 
What's this he has let fall, Asteria ? [Spies the box. 

Ast. Your majesty ? — 

Queen. Take that up ; it fell from Philocles. 

[She takes it up, looks on it, and smiles. 

Queen. How now, what makes you merry ? 

Ast: A small discovery I have made, madam. 

Queen. Of what ? 

Ast. Since first your majesty graced Philocles, 
I have not heard him named for any mistress. 
But now this picture has convinced me. 

Queen. Ha ! let me see it. — 

[Snatches it from her. 
Candiope, prince I^ysimantes' sister ! 

Ast. Your favour, madam, may encourage him, — 
And yet be loves in a high place for him : 
A princess of the blood ; and, what is more. 
Beyond comparison the fairest lady 
Our isle can boast. 



SCENE III. THE MAIDEN QUEEN* 403 ' 

Queen. How ! — she the fairest 
Beyond comparison ! — ^'Tis false ! you flatter her ; 
She is not fair. 

Ast. I humbly beg forgiveness on my knees. 
If I offended you.— But next yours, madam. 
Which all must yileld to, — 

Queen. I pretend to none. 

Ast She passes for a beauty. 

Queen. Ay, she may pass % — But why do I speak 
of her? — 
Dear Asteria, lead me, I am not well o'the sudden. 

{She faints. 

Ast. Who's near there ? — ^help the queen ! 

[ The Guards are coming. 

Queen. Bid them away. 'Twas but a qualm. 
And 'tis already going. 

Ast. Dear madam, what's the matter ? 
You are of late so alter^cl, I scarce know you. 
You were gay humour'd, and you now are pensive ; 
Once calm, and now unquiet- 
Pardon my boldness, that I press thus far 
Into your secret thoughts. I have, at least, 
A sulgect's share in you. 

Queen. Thou hast a greater. 
That of a friend. — But I am froward, say'st thou ? 

Ast. It ill becomes me, madam, to say that. 

Queen. I know I am. — Pr'ythee, forgive me for 
it.— 
I cannot help it ; — ^but thou hast 
Not long to suffer it. 

Ast. Alas! 

Queen. I feel my strength each day and hour con- 
sume. 
Like lilies wasting in a limbeck's heat. 
Yet a few days, 
And thou shalt see me lie, all damp and cold, 
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gOmmded within some bcXkm tmit, mmmg 
My nlent snoertoi^ 

Asl. O dearest madam ! 
Speak not of death ; or think not, if you £e; 
That I win stay behind* 

Queem. Thy love has moT^ me v~I» fat oDoe^ 
will have 
The pleasure to be pitied. I'll unfold 
A tfamg so strange^ so horrid of myad£— — »- 

Ast. Bless me, sweet heaven I — 
So horrid, said you, madam ? 

Qmem. That sun, who with one look surveys tfae 
l^obe. 
Sees not a wretdb like me ! — And eould the wcxld 
Take a right measure of my state within. 
Mankind must either pity me, or soom me. 

Ast. Sure none could do the last 

Queen. Thoa longest to know it» 
And I to tell thee^ but shame stops my moutfa« 
First, promise me thou wilt excise my folly ; 
And, next, be searet. 

Ast Can you doubt it, madam ? 

Queen. Yet you might spare my kbourK-*^ 
Can you not guess ? 

Ast Madam, please you. Til try. 

Queen. Hold, Asteria!«~ 
I would not have you guess ; for should yoa find it, 
I should imagine that some other might. 
And then I were most wretched :— 
Therefore, though you should know it, flatter me, 
And say you could not guess it. 

Aet Madam, I need not flatter you^ I cannot — 
and yet. 
Might not ambition trouble your repose ? 

Queen, My Sicily, I thank the gods, contents 
me. 
But, since I must reveal it, know, — ^"tis love. 
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I, who pretended so to glory, am 
Become the slave of love. 

Ast. I thought your majesty had framed designt 
To subvert all your laws, become a tyrant, 
Or vex your neighbours, with injurious wars ; 
Is this all, madam ? 

Queen. Is not this enough ? 
Then, know, I love below myself; a subject ; 
Love one, who loves another, and who knows not 
That I love him. 

AsL He must be told it, madam. 

Queen. Not for the world, Asteria : 
Whene'er he knows it, I shall die for shame. 

Ast. What is it, then, that would content you ? 

Queen. Nothing, but that I had not loved. 

Ast May I not ask, without offence, who 'tis ? 

Queen. Ev'n that confirms me, I have loved 
amiss ; 
Since thou canst louiw I love, And not imagine 
It must be Philocles. 

Ast. My cousin is, indeed, a most deserving per- 
son ; 
Valiant, and wise ; handsome, and well-bom. 

Queen. But not of loyal blood : 
I know his fate, unfit to be a king. 
To be his wife, I eoul^ forsake my crown ; but not 

my glory. 
Yet — would he did not love Candiope ! 
Would he loved me^-^but knew not of my love. 
Or e'er durst tell me his ! 

Ast. In all this labyrinth, 
1 find one oath, conducting to your quiet. 

Qtteen. O tell me quickly then ! 

Ast. Ccufidiope, as princess of the blood. 
Without your approbation cannot marry ; 
First, break his match with h^r, by virtue of 
Your sovereign authority. 
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Queen. I fear, that were to make him hate me^ 
Or, what's as bad, to let him know 1 love hun. 
Could you not do it of yourself? 

Ast I'll not be wanting to iny power ; 
But if your majesty appears not in it. 
The love of Philocles will soon surmount 
All other difficulties. 

Que&n. Then, as we walk, we'll think what mesms 
are best ; * 

Effect but this, and thou shafst half my breast 

[ExeuM. 



ACT IL 

SCENE l.^The Queen's Apartment. 

AsTERiA alone^ 

Nothing thrives that I have plotted ; 
For I have sounded Philocles, and find 
He is too constant to Candiope. 
Her too I have assaulted, but in vain. 
Objecting want of quality in Philocles. 
I'll to the queen, and plainly tell her, 
She must make use use of her authority 
To break the match. 

J^nter Celadon, hohing about him. 

Brother ! what make you here 

About the queen's apartments ? 

Which of the ladies are you watching for ? 

CeL Any of 'em, that will do me the good turn, 
to make me soundly in love. 

Ast. Then I'll bespeak you one, you will be des- 
perately in love with ; Florimel : So soon as the 
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queen heard you were returned, she gave you her 
for mistress. 

- Cel. Thank her majesty ; bat, to confess the 
truth, my fancy lies partly another way. 

AsL That's strange : Florimel vows you are al- 
ready in love with her. 

Cel. She wrongs me horribly ; if ever I saw or 
spoke with this Florimel 

AsL Well, take your fortune, I must leave you. 

\^Exit ASTERIA. 

Enter Floiiimel, sees him, and is running bach 

Cel Nay, I'faith I am got betwixt you and home ; 
you are my prisoner, lady bright, till you resolve 
me one question. [^She makes signs she is dumb.'] 
Pox, I think, she^s dumb : what a vengeance dost 
thou at court, with such a rare face, without a 
tongue to answer to a kind question ? Art thou 

dumb indeed ? then thou qanst tell no tales 

[^Goes to kiss her. 

Flo. Hold, hold, you are not mad ! 

Cel. Oh, my miss in a mask! have you found 
your tongue ? 

jFVb.^'Twas time, I think; what had become of 
me if I had not ? 

Cel. Methinks your lips had done as well. 

Flo. Ay, if my mask had been over 'em, as it was 
when you met me in the walks. 

Cel. Well ; will you believe me another time ? 
Did not I say, you were infinitely handspme ? they 
may talk of Florimel, if Ihey will, but, i'faith, she 
must come short of you. 

Flo. Have you seen her, then ? 

Cel. I look'd a little that way, but I had soon 
* enough of her ; she is not to be seen twice without 
a surfeit. 
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Flo. However, you are beholden to her ; they 8^ 

she loves you. 

Cel. By fate she shan't love me : I have told her 
a piece of my mind already. Pox o' these coniii^ 
women : They set a man to dinner, before he ks 
an appetite. [Flavia ert the do&r. 

Fla. Florimel, you are call'd within [JEri. 

Cel. I hope in the lord, you are not Florimd ! 

Flo. Ev*n she, at your service; the same kiad 
and coming Florimel, you have described, 

Cel. Why then we are agreed already ; I am as 
kind and coming as you, for the heart of you : I 
knew, at first, we two were good for nothing but 
one another. 

Flo. But, without raillery, are you in love ? 

Cel. So horribly much, that, contrary to my 
own maxims, I thinks in my conscience^ I could 
marry you. 

Fh. No, no, 'tis not come to that yet ; but if 
you are really in love, you have done me the great- 
est pleasure in the world. 

Cel. That pleasure, and a better too, I have in 
store for you. 

Flo. This animal, call'd a lover, I have long'd to 
see these two years. 

Cel. Sure you walk'd with your mask on all the 
while ; for if you had been seen, you could not have 
been without your wish. 

Flo., I warrant, you mean an ordinary whining 
lover ; but I must have other proofs of love, ere I 
believe it. 

Cel. You shall have the best that I can give you. 

Flo. I would have a lover, that, if need be, 
should hang himself, drown himself, break his neck, 
poison himself, for very despair : He, that will scru- 
ple this^ is an impudent fellow if he says he is in 
love. 
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Cel. Pray, madam, which of these four things 
would you have your lover to do ? For a man's but 
il man ; he cannot hang, and drown, and break his 
neck, and poison himself, all together. 

JFVb. Well, then, because you are but a beginner, 
and I would not discourage you, any of these shall 
serve your turn, in a fair way. 

Cel. I am much deceived in those eyes of yours, 
if a treat, a song, and the fiddles, be not a more ac- 
ceptable proof of love to you, than any of those 
tragical ones you have mentioned. 

JFlo. However, you will grant it is but decent 
you should be pale, and lean, and melancbolick, to 
shew you are in love : And that I shall require of 
you when I see you next. 

Cel. When you see me next ? Why, you do not 
make a rabbit of me, to be lean at twenty-four 
hours warning ? in the mean while, we burn day- 
light, lose time and love. 

Flo. Would you marry me without considera- 
tion? 

Cel. To chuse, by heaven ; for they that think 
on't, twenty to one would never do it. Hang fore** 
cast ! to make sure of one good night is as much 
in reason, as a man should expect from this ill 
world. 

Flo. Methinks, a few more ye^rs wd discretion 
would do well : I do not like this going to bed so 
early ; it makes one so weary before morning. 

Cel. That's much as your pillow is laid, before 
you go to sleep. 

Flo. Shall I make a proposition to you ? I will 
give you a whole year of probation to love me in; 
to grow reserved, discreet, sober, and faithful, and 
to pay me all the services of a lover 

Cel And at the end of it, you'll marry me ? 
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Flo. If neither of us alter our minds before. 

Cel. By this light, a necessary clause. But if I 
pay in all the foresaid services before the day, you 
shall be obliged to take me sooner into mercy. 

Flo. Provided, if you prove unfaithful, then your 
time of a twelve-month to be prolonged ; so many 
services, I will bate you so many days or weeks; 
so many faults, I will add to your 'prentieeship so 
much more : And of all this, 1 only to be judge. 

« 

Enter Philocles and Lysimantes. 

L/ys. Is the queen this way, madam ? 
Flo. Ill see, so please your highness. — ^Follow 
me, captive. 

Cel. March on, conqueror [She puUs him. 

[Exeunt Cel. Flo. 
L/ys. You're sure her majesty will not oppose it ? 
Phil. Leave that to me, my loi-d. 
Ijys. Then, tho' perhaps my sister's birth might 
challenge 
An higher match, 

I'll weigh your merits, on the other side. 
To make the balance even. 

Phil. I go, my lord, this minute. 
L/ys. My best wishes wait on you. 

[Exit Lysimantes. 

Enter the Queen aw«? Asteria. 

Queen. Yonder he is ; have I no other way ? 

Ast. O madam, you must stand this brunt : 
Deny him now, and leave the rest to me. 
I'll to Candiope's mother, 
And, under the pretence of friendship, work 
On her ambition to put off a match 
So mean as Philocles. 

Queen. You may approach, sir ; [ To Phil. 

We two discourse no secrets. 
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Phil. I come, madam, to weary out your royal 

bounty. • 

Queen. Some suit, I warrant, for your cousin Ce- 
ladon. 
Leave his advancement to my care. 
. Phil. Your goodness still prevents my wishes.-— 
Yet I have one request, 
Might it not pass almost for madness, and 

Extreme ambition in me 

Queen. You know you have a favourable judge ; 
It lies in you not to ask any thing 
I cannot grant. 

Phil. Madam, perhaps, you think me too faulty ; 
But love alone inspires me with ambition, 
Tho' but to look on fair Candiope were an excuse for 
both. 
Queen. Keep your ambition, and let love alone ; 
' That I can cloy, but this I cannot cure. 
I have some reasons (invincible to me) which must 
forbid 
^ Your marriage with Candiope. 
Phil. I knew I was not worthy. 
Queen. Not for that, Phildcles ; you deserve all 
things. 
And, to shew 1 think it, my admiral, I hear, is dead ; 
His vacant place (the best in all my kingdom,) 
I here confer on you. 

Phil. Rather take back all you had given before. 
Than not give this ; 
For believe, madam, nothing is so near 
My soul, as the possession of Candiope. 

Queen. Since that belief would be to your disad- 
^ vantage, 

I will not entertain it* 

PhU. Why, madam, can you be thus cruel to 
me? 
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To grie me all things, whidi I did not ask. 
And yet denv that only thing, I beg ; 
And 80 beg, that I find I cannot live 
Without the hope of it. 

Queem. Hope greater things ; 
But hope not this. Haste to o'etcome your lore ; 
It is but putting a short-liyed passion to m viokiit 
death* 

Phii. I cannot live without Candiope ; 
But I can die, without a murmur. 
Having my doom pronounced from your fair mouA. 

Queen. If I am to pronounce it, live, my PUkv 
cles. 
But live without, (I was about to say) [Amie. 
Without his love, but that I cannot do ; 
Live Philocles without Candiope. 

Phii. Madam, could you give my doom^so quicUyy 
And knew it was irrevocable ! 
Tis too apparent. 

You, who alone love glory, and whose soul 
Is loosen'd from your senses, cannot judge 
What torments mine, of grosser mould, endures. 

Queen. I cannot su£fer you 
To give me praises, which are not my own. 
I love like you, and am yet mudi more wretched. 
Than you can think yourself. 

Phil. Weak bars they needs must be, Aat for- 
tune puts 
'Twixt sovereign power, and all it can desire. 
When princes love, they call themselves unhappy, 
Only because the word sounds handsome in a lo- 
ver's mouth ; 
But you can cease to be so when you please. 
By making Lysimantes fortunate. 

Queen. Were he indeed the man, you had some 
reason ; 

10 
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But 'tis another, more without my power. 
And yet a subject too. 

Phil. O, madam, say not so. 
It cannot be a subject, if not he ; 
It were to be injurious to yourself. 
To make another choice* 

Queen. Yet, Lysimantes, set by him I love^ 
Is more obscured, than stars too near the sun ; 
He has a brightness of his own, 
]Not borrow'd of his fathers, but born with him. 

. Phil. Pardon me if I say, whoe'er he be, 
lie has practised some ill arts upon you, madam ; 
For he, whom you describe, I see, is born 
But from the lees o' the people. 

Queen. You oflfend me, Philoclesi 
Whence had you leave to use those insolent terms, 
Of him I please to love ? One, I must teJl you, 
(Since foolishly I have gone thus far) 
Whom I esteem your equal. 
And fiir superior to Prince Lysimantes ; 
One, who deserves to wear a crown - ■ 

Phil. Whirlwinds bear me hence, before I live 
To that detested day ! — That frown assures me 
I have oflFended, by my over-freedom ; 
But yet, methinks, a heart so plain and honest, 
And zeklous of your glory, might hope your pardon 
for it. 

Queen. I give it you ; but. 
When you know him better. 
You'll alter your opinion ; he's no ill friend of 
yours. 

Phil. I well perceive, 
He has 6^pplanted me in your esteem ; 
But that's the least of ills this fatal wretch 
Has practised — Think, for heaven's sake, madam, 
think, 
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If you have drank no philtre. 

Queen. Yes, he has given me a philtre ; 
But I have drunk it only from his eyes. 

Phil. Hot irons thank 'em for*t ! 

[^SqfUy, or turning Jrom her. 

Queen. What's that you mutter ? 
Hence from my sight ! I know not whether 
I ever shall endure to see you more. 

Phil. But hear me, madam. 

Queen. I say, begone. — See me no more this day. 
I will not hear one word in your excuse : 
Now, sir, be rude again ; and give laws to your queen. 

lExit Philocles, bowing. 
Asteria, come hither. 

Was ever boldness like to this of Fhilocles ? 
Help me to reproach him, for I resolve^ 
Henceforth no more to love him. 

Ast. Truth is, I wonder'd at your patience^ mar 
dam. 
Did you not mark his words, his mien, his action, 
How full of haughtiness, how small respect ? 

Queen. And he to use me thus, he whom I fi^ 
vour'd. 
Nay, more, he whom I loved ! 

Ast. A man, methinks, of vulgar parts and pre- 
sence ! 

Queen. Or, allow him something handsome, va- 
liant. 
Or so Yet this to me ! 

Ast. The workmanship of inconsiderate favour. 
The creature of rash love ; one of those meteors 
Which monarchs raise from earth. 
And people, wondering how they came so high. 
Fear, from their influence, plagues, and wars, and 
famine. 

Queen. Ha! 
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Ast. One, whom, instead of banishing a day. 
You should have plumed of all his borrowed honours. 
And let him see what abject things they are. 
Whom princes often love without desert. 

Queen. What has my Philoclesdeservedfromthee, 
That thou shouldst use him thus ? 
Were he the basest of mankind, thou couldst not 
Have given him ruder language. ^ 

Ast Did not your majesty command me? 
Did not yourself begin ? 

Queen. I grant I did, but I have right to do it : 
I love hini, and may rail ; in you 'tis malice ; 
Malice in the most high degree ; for never man 
Was more deserving than my Philocles. 
Or, do you love him, ha ! and plead that title ? 

Confess, and I'll forgive you 

For none can look on him, but needs must love. 

Ast. I love him, madam ! I beseech your majesty. 
Have better thoughts of me. 

Queen. Dost thou not love him then ? 
Good heaven, how stupid, and how dull is she ! 
How most invincibly insensible ! 
No woman does deserve to live. 
That loves not Philocles. 

Ast. Dear madam, recollect yourself. AlaS ! 
How much distracted are your thoughts ; and how 
Disjointed all your words ! 
The sibyl's leaves more orderly were laid. 
Where is that harmony of mind, that prudence, , 
Which guided all you did ? that sense of glory. 
Which raised you high above the rest of kings. 
As kings are o'er the level of mankind ? 

Queen. Gtone, gone, Asteria ; all is gone. 
Or lost within me, far from any use. 
Sometimes I ^struggle, like the sun in clouds. 
But straight I am o'ercast. 



416 THE MAIDEN QUEEN. ACT Uh 

Ast. I grieve to tee it 

Queen. Then thou hast yet the goodness 
To pardon what I said ? 
Alas ! I use myself much worse than thee. 
LfOve rages in great souls. 
For there his power most opposition finds ; 
High trees are shook, because they dare the windt 

[^Exeunt. 



ACT HI. 

SCENE I.— The Court Gallery. 

Philocles solus. 

'Tis true, she banish'd me but for a day ; 
But favourites, once declining, sink apace. 

Yet fortune, stop this is the likeliest place 

To meet Asteria, and by her convey 

My humble vows to my offended queen. 

Ha ! She comes herself; unhappy man. 

Where shall I hide ? [Is going out. 

Enter Queefi and Asteeia. 

Queen. Is not that Philocles, 
Who makes such haste a way? Philocles, Philodes!— 

Phil. I fear'd she saw me. [Coming back. 

Queen. How now, sir, am I such a bugbear. 
That I scare people from me ? 

Phil. Tis true, I should more carefiilly have 
shunn'd 
The place where you might be; as, when it thunders, 
Men reverently quit the open air. 
Because the angry gods are then abroad. 

Queen. What does he mean, Asteria ? 
I do not understand him. 
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Ast. Your majesty forgetSj you banish'd him 
Your presence for this day. [ To her sqfUy. 

Queen. Ha ! banish'd him ! 'tis true indeed ; 
But, as thou sayest, I had forgot it quite. 

Ast. That's very strange, scarce half an hour ago. 
Queen. But love had drawn his pardon up so soon. 
That I forgot he e'er offended me. 

PhU. Pardon me, that I could not thank you 
sooner ; 
Your sudden grace, like some swift flood pour'd in 
On narrow banks, o'erflow'd my spirits. 

Queen. No : 'Tis for me to ask your pardon, Phi- 
locles. 
For the great injury I did you. 
In not remembermg I was angry with you. 
But I'll repair my fault. 
And rouse my anger up against you yet. 

Phil. No, madam, my forgiveness was your act 
of grace. 
And I lay hold of it. 

Queen. Princes s(»iietimes may pass 
Acts of oblivion, in their own wrong. 
PhU. 'Tis true, but not recal them. 
Queen. But, Philocles, since I have told you there 
is one 
I love, I will go on, and let you know 
What pass'd this day betwixt us ; be our judge, 
Whether my servant have dealt well with me. 

PhU. I beseech your majesty, excuse me. 
Any thing more of him may make me 
Relapse too soon, and forfeit my late pardon. 
Queen. But you'll be glad to know it. 
PhU. May I not hope, then. 
You have some quarrel to him ? 

Queen. Yes, a great one. 
But first to justify myself. 

VOL. II. 2 D 
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Know, Fhilode^, I hxv^ oanceal^d my passioil 
With 8U<^ car& from him^ that he knows not yet 
I love, but only that I mtldi teteem him. 

Phil. O fltupid Wretch, 
That, by a thousand tokens, oOuld not Mess it ! 

Qveen. He lores elsewheire, and that hits Uinded 
him. 

Phil. He s blind indeed ! 
So the dull beasts in the first paradise^ 
With levell'd eyes, gaced eadl upon tiheii^ kind ; 
There fix'd their love, tod nb^Bir look'd up to riew 
That glorious creature Aan, thdr soTereign lord. 

Queen. You're too severe on little fiiults ; but he 
Has crimes, untold. 
Which will, I feEtf, move yoli mudi mora against 

him. 
He fell this day into a passion with me, 
And boldly contnidicted all I said^ 

Phil. And stands his head upon his sholilders yet? 
How long shall this most insdtentubM.i- 

Queen. Take heed you risiil not ; 
You know you are but on yAxa good bfehaViour. 

Phil. Why theii I will not call him traitor. 
But only rude, audiUaous^ and impertinent^ 
To use his sovereign so— —I beg your leave 
To wish, you have at l^ast imprisoned him. 

Queen. Some people may ipeak iD^ ajbd 3ret Inejim 
well; 
Remember you were not confined ; and .yet 
Your fault was great. In short, I love mm^ 
And that excu^ all ; hilt be not jeidous \ 
His rising shall not bd vour oVertfardw, 
Kor will I ever marry him. 

Phil. That's some comfoM yet j 
He shall not be a king. 

Queen. He never shsdl. But you are disdoinposed; 
Stay here a little ; I have isomewhat for you. 
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Shall shew, you still are in my favour. 

[^Exeunt Queen and Asteria. 

Enter to him Candiope, weeping. 

Phil. How now, in tears, my fair Candiope ? 
So, through a watery cloud. 
The sun, at once, seems both to weep and shine. 
For what forefather's sin do you afflict 
Those precious eyes ? For sure you have 
None of your own to weep. 

Cand. My crimes both great and many needs 
must sbew» 
Since heaven will punish them with losing you. 

Phil. Afflictions, sent from heaven without a causae. 
Make bold mankind enquire into its laws. 
But heaven, which moulding beauty takes such care^ 
Makes gentle fates on purpose icit the &ir ; 
And destiny, that sees them so divine, 
Spins all their fortunes in a silken twine* 
No mortal hand so ignorant is found. 
To weave coarse work upon a precious ground. 

Cand. Go preach this doctrine in my. mother's 
ears. 

Phil. Has her severity toroduoed these tears ? 

Cand. She has recall'd those hopes she gave be- 
foi«. 
And strictly bids me ne*er to see you more. 

Phil. Changes in froward age are natural ; 
Who hopes iot ccxistant weather in the fell ? 
•Tis in your power your duty to transf<^. 
And place that right in me, which was in her. 

Cand. Reason, fike foreign foes, would ne'er o'er- 
come. 
But that I find I am betray'd at home ; 
You have a friend, that fights for you within. 

Phil. Let reason ever lose, so love may win. 
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Enter QueentcUh apkturein herhand,andAsTEJ3iiA. 

Queen. See there, Asteria, 
All we have done succeeds still to the worse ; 
We hindered him from seeing her at home. 
Where I but only heard they loved ; and now 
She comes to court, and mads me with the sight on't 

^st. Dear madam, overcome yourself a little. 
Or they'll perceive how much you are concerned. 

Queen. I struggle with my heart* 
But it will have some vent. — 
Cousin, you are a stranger at the court. [7b CaNd. 

Cand. It was my duty, I confess. 
To attend oftener on your majesty. 

Queen. Asteria, mend my cousin's handkerchief; 
It sits too narrow there, and shews too much 

The broadness of her shoulders ^Nay,fie, Asteria, 

Now you put it too much backward, and discovar 
The bigness of her breasts. 

Cand. I beseech your majesty. 
Give not yourself this trouble. 

Queen. Sweet cousin, you shall pardon me ; 
A beauty such as yours 
Deserves a more than ordinary care. 
To set it out. — 

Come hither, Philocles, do but observe. 
She has but one gross fault in all her shape. 
That is, she bears up here too much. 
And the malicious workman has left it 
Open to your eye. 

Phil. Where, and please your majesty ? 
Methinks 'tis very well. 

Queen. Do not you see it ? Oh how blind is love ! 

Cand. And how quick-sighted malice ! [^Aside. 

Queen. But yet, methinks, those knots of sky do 
not 
So well with the dead colour of her face. 
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Ast. Your majesty mistakes, she wants no red. 
[ The Queen here plucks out her glass, and looks 
sometimes on herself, sometimes on her rival. 

Queen. How do 1* look to-day, Asteria ? 
Methinks, not well. 

Ast. Pardon me, madam, most victoriously. 

Queen. What think you, Philocles? come, do 
not flatter. 

Phil. Paris was a bold man, who presumed 
To judge the beauty of a goddess. 

Cand. Your majesty has given the reason why 
He cannot judge ; his love has blinded him. 

Queen. Methinks, a long patch here, beneath her 
eye. 
Might hide that dismal hoUowness. — 
What think you, Philocles ? 

Cand. Beseech you, madam, ask not his opinion : 
What my faults are it is no matter ; • 
He loves me with them all. 

Queen. Ay,he may love; butwhen hemanafes.you, 
Your bridal shall be kept in some dark dungeon. 
Farewell, and think of that, too easy maid^! 
I blush, thou sharest my blood. 

[^Exeunt Queen and Asteria. 

Cand. Inhuman queen ! 
Thou canst not be more willing to resign 
Thy part in me, than I to give up mine. . 

Phil. Love, how few subjects do thy laws fulfil, 
And yet, those few, like us, thou usest ill ! 

Cand. The greatest slaves, in monarchies, are they. 
Whom birth sets nearest to imperial sway ; 
While jealous power does sullenly o'erspy. 
We play, like deer, within the lion's eye. 
'Would I for you some shepherdess had been. 
And, but each May, ne'er heard the name of queen ! 

Phil. If you were so, might I some monarch be, 
Then, you should gain what now you lose by me ; 
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Then, you in all my glories should have part; 
And rule my empire, as you rule my heart. 

CamL How mudi our golden wishes are in vain f 
AY hen they are past, we are oUrsdves again. 

Enter Queen and Asteeia above. 

Queen. Look, look, Asteria, yet they are not gone. 
Hence we may hear what they discourse alone. 

PkU. My loveinspires me with a generous thou^t. 
Which you, unknowing in those wishes^ tau^t 
Since happiness may out of courts be found. 
Why stay we here on this enchanted ground ; 
And chuse not rather with content to dwell 
(If love and joy can find it) in a cell ? 

Cand. Those who» like you, have once in courts 
been great. 
May think they wish, but wish not, to retreat. 
They seldom go, but when they cannot stay ; 
As losing gamesters throw the dice away. 
Even in that cell, where you repose would find. 
Visions of court will haunt your restless mind ; 
And glorious dreams stand ready to restore 
The pleasing shapes erf all you had before. 

Phil. He, who with your possession once is blest. 
On easy terms will part with all the rest. 
All my ambition wUl in you be carown'd ; 
And those white arms shall all my wishes bounds 
Our life shall be but one long nuptial day. 
And, like chafed odours, melt in sweets away ; 
Soft as the night our minutes shall be worn, 
And cheerful as the birds, that wake the mom. 

Cand. Thus hope misleads itself in pleasant way. 
And takes more joys on tnist, than love can pay. 
But, love with long possession once decay'd. 
That face, which now you court, you will upbraid. 

PhU. False lovers broach these taiets, to remove 
The fault from them, by placing it on love. 



Candr Yet grapt in ypy th ypu k?pp alive ypurffff , 
Old age wttl corne, gnd tbpij i^ mu§t pxpire. 
Youth but a while 4op§ at loye's tevc^jiis §t8y» 
As some flair inn, tp Ifidge at on the Wfty- 

P/^jt Your doul)tS ^r§ kin4 ; but* to be satisfied 
I q?p fee trMe,'! beg I m^yhp trjecl* 

Cand. Trials of love too dear the making cost ; 
Fer jf §U6e?88leps, |he wholg yepturp's Ipst 
WhilJ yw pr^V>?e. brings wmU .ap4 Pire ftlpng. 

Phil. Love Rpi) bear botb. 

(7rsw^, Sut i# yPUr Igye pp^trppg ? 

Pfef^, Tlw do npt iirjut, Tyhp wisfe not to b§vp 

Wlw ev?? p*id an anchqrpl W98 |»por ? 

CiK»i Tp answer gei3«rQU?ly, g$ ypH h^ve 4pne, 
1 should pot J^ your wgupajeplt? be WPP, 
' I know, I urge ypur r^ip l>y cQp§pnt \ 
Yet love too well, th^t fUJn I^Q Pf^eyep^. 

PhUi Wm FStfil givep fcp !%^e If Jipm l^yp^ ^, 
You kill but him,^ wJ^ n^Mt withPUt it <Me. 

iCSawi 8eff»j:e ©& J wgy J^yp without 9 prteie ; 

Then, for ppr ffighfe Apppmt hplfc pjj^ce mi im^ 

Phil, ThQ #nsttipg bftUFwy pligbfedvpws shall be; 

The tim#'« iipt long; Pf ppjy Ippg tP me, 

Caifi^. Th@n, If* »s gp where we ?bpijl pp'er bp ipeen 

3y my l^ird motJi^^ 

PAu. Or my cruel queen. 

{£jMunf PHiLi oiMf Cand. 

Qtt^ett t^eve. O, PhUocles, unkind to cailmecruel ! 
So false M9Q%» did frpm 43ido %> 
But never branded h^ with cruelty. 

Hpw J despite wys^ fof loving so ! 

Ast. At once you hate yourself, and Ipve him too. 

Qmw. Hfp, bis ingratitude hAs.caired my wpjind : 
A p«in^ Qt»;e Indi^d ! 

A*(^ A»d y/9t noft ao.und. 
His ignorqnee pf ygwy true ithQJ»|^.t? 
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Excuses this ; you did seem cruel, madam. 

Qjueen. But much of kindness still mix'd with it. 
Who could mistake so grossly, not to know 
A Cupid frowning, when he draws his bow ? 

Ast. He*s going now to smart for his offence. 

Queen. Should he, without my leave, depart from 
hence ? 

Ast No matter ; since you hate him, let him go. 

Queen. But I my hate by my revenge will show : 
Besides, his head's a forfeit to the state. 

Ast. When you take that, I will believe you hate. 
LfCt him possess, and then he'll soon repent ; 
And so his crime will prove his punishment. 

Queen. He may repent ; but he will first possess. 

Ast O, madam, now your hatred you confess. 
If his possessing her your rage does move, 
'Tis jealousy, the avarice of love. 

^^en. No more, Asteria. 
Seek Lysimantes out, and bid him set his guards 
Through all the court and city. 
Prevent their marriage first ; then stop their flight. 
Some fitting punishments I will ordain. 
But speak not you of Fhilocles again : 
'Tis bold to search, and dangerous to find. 
Too much of heaven's, or of a prince's mind. 

[^Queen descends^ and exit 

As the Queen has done speaking, Flavia is going 
hastily/ over the stage ; Asteria sees her, 

Ast Flavia, Flavia, whither so fast ? 
FUl. Did you call, Asteria ? 
Ast. The queen has business with Prince Lysi- 
mantes ; 
Speak to any gentleman in the court to fetch Jiini. 

{Exit A^U'E.iBiiA.Jrom aboce. 
Flu. I suspect somewhat, but I'll watch you close; 
Prince Lysimantes has not chose in me 
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The worst spy of the court- 



Celadon ! what makes he here ? 

Enter Celadon, Olinda, and Sabina ; they walk 
oper the stage together y he seeming to court them. 

Olind. Nay, sweet Celadon 

Sab. Nay, dear Celadon. 

^ Fla. O ho ! I see his business now ; *tis with Me- 
lissa's two daughters. Look, look, how he peeps 
about, to see if the coast be clear ; like an hawk 
that will not plume, if she be looked on. 

[Exeunt Cel. Olind. and Sab. 
So — at last he has trussed his quarry. 

Enter Florimel. 

Flo. Did you see Celadon this way ? 

Fla. If you had not asked the question, I should 
have thought you had come from watching him ; 
he's just gone oif with Melissa's daughters. 

Fh. Melissa's daughters ! he did not court 'em, 
I hope ? 

Fla. So busily, he lost no time. While he was 
teaching the one a tune, he was kissing the other's 
hand. 

Flo. O fine gentleman ! 

Fla. And they so greedy of him ! did you never 
see two fishes about a bait, tugging it this way 
and t'other way ? for my part, I looked at least he 

should have lost a leg or arm i'the service. Nay, 

never vex yourself, but e'en resolve to break with 
him. 

Flo. No, no, 'tis not come to that yet ; I'll cor- 
rect him first, and then hope the best from time. 
. Fla. From time ! believe me, there's little good 
to be expected from him. I never knew the old 
gentleman with the scythe and hour-glass bring 
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any thing but grey hair^ thin cheeks^ a|i4 Iosq of 
teeth. You see "Celadon loves others, 

Flo. There's the more hope he may love me 
among the rest. Hang it, I would not marry one of 
these solemn fops ; they are good for nothmg, but 
to make cuckolds. Give me a servant^ that is an 
high flier at all games, that is bounteous of himsdf 
to many women ; and yet, wb^:iev^F I pleo^ to 
throw out the lure of matrimcniy, sbcmld coow 
down with a swing, and fly th^ bett^ fit his ffwn 
quarry. 

Flo. But are you sure you cpn take him down 
when you think good ? 

Flo. Nothing more certain. 

Fla. What wager will you venture upon the trial? 

Flo. Any thing. 

Fla. My maidenhead to youns« 

Flo. That's a good one ; who shall lalpe the fi^f 
feit? 

Flo. rU go and write a letter, a$ fron) these two 
sisters, to summon him immediately ; it shall b? 
delivered b^ore you. I warrant, you si^ ^ steapge 
combat betwixt the flesh and th^ spirit If h^ 
leaves you to go to them, you'll grant he loyff 
them better ? 

Flo. Not a jot the more. A bee rony pi^ of 
many flowers, and yet like some one better tlte» 
all the rest. 

Fla. But then your bee must not leave hi^ stiBg 
behind him. 

Flo. Well ; make the experiment however. I 
hear him coming, and a whole noise of fidlfsrs at 
his heels. Hey-day, what a mad hu3b«nd (shaU I 
have! — -. 

JEwfer Celadon. 
Fla. And what a mad wife will he have ! Well, 
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I must go a little way, but I'll return immediately^ 
and write it. You'll keep him in discourse the 
while ? [E^t Fla- 

Cel. Where are you, madam ? What, do you 
mean to run away thus ? Pray stand to% that we 
may despatch this business. 

Flo. I think you mean to watch me, as they do 
witches, to make me confess I love you. Lord, 
what a bustle have you kept this afternoon ? What 
with eating, singing, and dancing, I am so wearied, 
that I shall not be in case to hear any more love 
this fortnight. 

Cel. Nay, if you surfeit on't before trial* Lord 
have mercy upon you, when I have married you* 

Flo. But what king's revenue, do you think, will 
maintain this extravagant expence ? 

CeL I have a damnable &ther, a rich old rogue, 
if he would once die ! Lord, how long does he mean 
to make it ere he dies ! 

Flo. As long as ever he can, I'll pass my word 
for him. 

Cel. I think, then, we had best consider him M an 
obstinate old fellow, that is deaf to the news of a 
better world ; and ne'er stay for him. 

Flo. But e'en marry ; and get him grandchildren 
in abundance, and great-granddiildren upon them, 
aud so inch him and shove him out of the world by 
the very force of new generations— ——if that be the 
way, you must excuse me. 

Cel. But dost thou know what it is to be an old 
maid ? 

Flo. No, nor hope I shan't these twenty years, 

CeL But when that time comes, in the first place, 
thou wilt be condemned to tell stories, how many 
men thou mightst have had ; and none believe thee. 
Then thou growest forward, and impudently wea- 
riest all thy friends to solicit man for thee. 
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Flo. Away with your old oommon-plaoe-wit I 
am resolved to grow fat, and look young till forty, 
and then slip out of the world, with the first wrin- 
kle, and the reputation of five and twenty. 

Cd, Well, what think you now of a reckoDing 
betwixt us ? 

Flo. How do you mean ? 

Cel. To discount for so many days of my yearns 
service, as I have paid in this morning. 

Flo. With all my heart 

Cel. Imprimis, For a treat. 
Item, For my glass coach. 
Item, For sitting bare, and wagging your fan. 

And lastly, and principally, for my fidelity to yon 
this long hour and half 

Fio. For this I bate you three weeks of your ser- 
vice ; now hear your bill of fimlts ; for your com- 
fcHt 'tis a short one. 

Cel. I know it. 

Flo. Imprimis, item, and sum total, for keeping 
company with Melissa's daughters. 

Cel. How the pox came you to know of that ? 
Gad, I believe the devil plays booty against himself, 
and tells you of my sins. \^Agide. 

Flo. The ofience being so smaU, the punishment 
shall be but proportionable ; I will set you back only 
half a year. 

Cel. You*re most unconscionable. When then do 
you think Ave shall come together ? There's none 
but the old patriarchs could live long enough to 
marry you at this rate. What, do you take me for 
some cousin of Methusalem's, that I must stay an 
hundred years, before I come to beget sons and 
daujjhters ? 

Flo. Here's an impudent lover ! he complains of 
me Avithout ever offering to excuse himself; iiem^ 
a fortnight more for that. 
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• Cel. So, there's another puff in my voyage, has 
blown me back to the north of Scotland. 

Flo. All this is nothing to your excuse for the 
two sisters. 

Cd. 'Faith, if ever I did more than kiss them, and 

that but once 

. Fh. What could you have done more to me ? 

Cd. An hundred times more ; as thou shalt know, 
dear rogue, at time convenient. 

Flo. You talk, you talk ; could you kiss them, 
though but once, and ne'er think of me ? 

Cel. Nay, if I had thought of thee, I had kissed 
tiiem over a thousand times, with the very force of 
imagination. 

Flo. The gallants are mightily beholden to you ; 
you have found them out a new way to kiss their 
mistresses, upon other women's lips. 

Cel. What would you have ? You are my Sultana 
Queen, the rest are but in the nature of your slaves ; 
I may make some slight excursions into the ene- 
my's country for forage, or so, but I ever return to 
my head quarters. 

Enter one with a letter. 

Cel. Tome? 

Me^s. If your name be Celadon. 

[Cel. reads soJUy. 

Flo. He is swallowing the pill ; presently we 
shall see the operation. 

Cel. to the page."] Child, come hither, child ; here's 
money for thee : So, begone quickly, good child, be- 
fore any body examines thee. Thou art in a dan- 
gerous place, child \^T%rusts him out] Very 

good ; the sisters send me word, they will have the 
fiddles this afternoon, and invite me to sup there ! 
•—Now, cannot I forbear, an I should be damned, 
tho* I have scap'd a scouring so lately for it. Yet 
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I love Florimel better than both of them together; 
there's the riddle on't : But only for the sweet sake 
of variety*— *— Well, we must all sin, and we must 
all repent, and there's an end on't [Amde. 

Flo. What is it, that makes you fidge up and 
down so ? 

CeL 'Faith, I am sent for by a very dear Mend, 
and 'tis upon a business of life and d^th; 

Flo. On my life, some woman ? 

CeL On my honour, some man ; do you think I 
would lie to you ? 

Flo. But you engaged to sup with me. 

CeL But I ccmsider it may be scandalous tostay 
late in your lodging. 

Adieu, dear miss ! If ever I am false to thee again !— 

\^Exit Celabok. 

Flo. See what constant metal you men are made 
of !•— He begins to vex me in good earnest. Hang 
him, let him go and take enough of *em. Ami y^ 
methinks, I can't endure he should neither. Lord, 
that such a madcap as I should ever live to be jea- 
lous ! I must after him. 

Some ladies would discard him now, but I 

A fitter way for my revenge will find ; 

rU marry him, and serve him in his kind. 

IJExit Flo. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— The WaUts. 

Melissa, €Lfter her Olinda amd Sabina. 

MeL I must take this* business up in time : 
wild fellow begins to haunt my house again. Wdl, 
I'll be bold to say it, 'tis as easy to bring up a 

10 
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young lidtt without hiiischief^ as a tnaidetahead of 
fifteen, to make it tkrn^ fbr an husband's bed. Not 
biit that the ybung man is handsome, rich, and 
jnoung, and I cotlld bi content he shcitild marry one 
tif ihem ; but td seddce them both in thiis manner ! — 
Well, I'll examine them apart, and if I can find out 
Vhidi he loved, I'll offer htm his choiee<.'^i--'-^Unda, 
tom^ hither, child. 

Oft'Hi Your pleasure, madam ? 

MeL Nothing but for your good, Olinda ; what 
^ink ydu of Celadon ? 

Olin. Why I think he's a very mad fellow ; but 
y^t I hAv^ some obligements to hitti x he teaches 
me new airs of the guitar, and talks wildly to me, 
and I to him. 

' M^ But tell mt in <^amesi> do you think he 
loves yioii ? 

OUn. Ctth you doubt it ? There were never two 
80 cut out for one another ; we both love singing, 
liftncitlg, treats^ atid musit;. In shorty we are each 
lodlint^ dDunt^part. 

Mil But does he love you seriously ? ' 

Ottiu Smously ? — I know not that ; if he did, per- 
haps I should not love him. But we sit tod talk, 
and wrangle, and are friends ; when We are to- 
it^^ikei^ Wfe never hold our tongues ; and then we 
nave always a noise of fiddles at our heels ; he 
hunts me merrily, as the hound does the hare ; and 
leither this is love, or I know it not 

Md. Wdl, go foa^ek, and call Sabina to me. 

[OlDINA goes hehindn 
This is a riddle past my finding out Whether he 
lovteHs her, or no, is the qxiestion ; but this, I am 
lta» bf, she loves him. — ^— O, my little fkvourite, I 
JftiuiBt akc you a question conceming Celadon ; is he 
lb love with you ? 
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Sab. I think, indeed, he does not hate me ; at 
least, if a man's word may be takfen for it. 

Mel. But what expressions has he made you ? 

Sah. Truly, the man has done his part. He has 
spoken dvilly to me, and I was not so young but 
I understood him. 

MeL And you could be content to marry him ? 

Sah. I have sworn never to marry ; besides, he's 
a wild young man ; yet, to obey you, mother, I 
would be content to be sacrificed. 

Mel. No, no, we would but lead you to the al« 
tar. 

Sab. Not to put off the gentleman neither ; f(nr 
if I have him not, I am resolved to die a maid, 
that's once, mother. 

Mel. Both my daughters are in love with him, 
and I cannot yet find he loves either of them. 

Olm. Mother, mother, yonder^s Celadon in the 
walks. 

Mel. Peace, wanton ; you had best ring the 
bells for joy. Well, I'U not meet him, because I 
know not which to offer him ; yet he seems to like 
the youngest best. I'll give him opportunity with 
her. — Olinda, do you make haste after me. 

Olin. This is something hard though. 

[Exit Mel. 

Enter Celadon. 

Cel. You see, ladies, the least breath of yours 
brings me to you. I have been seeking you at your 
lodgings, and from thence came hither after you. 

Sab. 'Twas well you found us. 

Cel. Found you ! half this brightness betwixt 
you two was enough to have lighted me ; I could 
never miss my way. Here's fair Olinda has beauty 
enough for one family ; such a voice, such a wit, so 
noble a stature, so white a skin ! 
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Olin. I thought he would be particular at last. 

[Aside. 

Cel. And young Sabina, so sweet an innocence,' 
such a rose-bud newly blown ! This is my goodly 
palace of love, and that my little withdrawing room. 
A word, madaln. [To Sab.^ 

Olin. I like not this— [-^4«idfe.] Sir, if you are not 
too busy with my sister, I would speak with you. 

Ceh 1 come, madam. 

Sab. Time enough, sir ; pray finish your dis- 
course — and as you were a saying, sir, 

Olin: Sweet sir,— 

Sab. Sister, you forget, my mother bid you make 
haste. 

Olin. Well, go you, and tell her I am coming. 

Sah. I can never endure to be the messenger of 
ill news ; but, if you please. 111 send her word you 
won't come. 

Olin. Minion, minion, remember this 

Sab. She's horribly in love with you. 

Cel. Lord, who could love that walking steeple ! 
She's so high, that every time she sings to me, I 
am looking up for the bell that tolls to church. — 
Ha! give me my little fifth-rate, that lies so. snug. 
She ! hang her, a Dutch-built bottom. She's so tall, 
there's no boarding her. But we lose time— —ma- 
dam, let me seal my love upon your mouth. [Kiss] 
Soft and sweet, by heaven ! Sure you wear rose- 
. leaves between your lips. 

Sah. Lord, Lord, what's the matter with me ! my 
breath grows so short, I can scarce speak to you. 

Cel. No matter, give me thy lips again, and I'll 
ispeak for thee. 

Sab. You don't love m e 

VOL, II. 2 E 
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Cd. I warrant thee ; sit do¥m by ine» and kiss 
iq^ain,— ^he warms faster than Pygmalion's image. 

l^Aside] [JK«f] — ^Ay marry» sir, this iwras the 

original use of lips ; talking, eating, and drinking, 
came in by and by. 

Sab. Nay, pray, be civil ; will you be at quiet? 

Cel. What, would you have me sit still, and look 
upon you, like a litfle puppy-do^ that's taught to 
beg with his fore-1^ up ? 

Enter FLORimx. 

Flo. Celadon the faithful ! in good time^ sir,*— 

Cel. In voy good time, Florimel ; for heaven's 
sake, help me quickly. 

Flo. Whafs the matter? 

CeL Do you not see? here's a pocnr gentlewmnan 
in a swoon ! (Swoon away.) I have becai rubtmig 
bar this half hour, and cannot bring her to her 
senses. 

Flo. Alas ! how came she so ? 

Cd. Oh barbarous ! do you stay to ask questions ? 
run, for charity. 

Flo. Help, help ! alas ! poor lady J[Fxit Flo. 

Sab. Is she gone ? 

Cel. Ay, thanks be to my wit, that helped me at 
a pindi ; I thank heaven, I never pumpt for a lye 
in all my life yet 

Sab. I am afraid you love her, Celad<m ! 

Cel. Only as a civil acquaintance, or so; but, 
however, to avoid slander, you had best be goine 
before she comes again. 

Sab. I can find a tongue as well as she. 

Cel. Ay, but the truth is, I am a kind c£ scanda- 
lous person, and for you to be seen in my company 

stay in the walks; by this kiss, TU be with you 

presently. 
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Enter Florimel, running. 

Flo. Help, help ! — I can find nobody. 

Cel. 'Tis needless now, my dear ; she's recovered, 
and gone off; but so wan and weakly,— 

FU). Umph ! I begin to smell a rat. — What was 
your business here, Celadon ? 

Cel. Charity, christian charity; you saw I was 
labouring for life with her. 

Flo. But how came you hither ? — ^Not that I care 
this, but only to be satisfied. [Sings. 

Cel. You are jealous, in my conscience ! 

Flo. Who, I jealous ! — then I wish this sigh may 
be the last that ever I may draw. [Sighs. 

Cel. But why do you sigh, then ? 

Flo. Nothing but a cold, I cannot fetch tny 
breath well. But what will you say, if I wrote the 
letter you had, to try your faith ? 

Cel. Hey day ! this is just the devil and the sin- 
ner ; you lay snares for me, and then punish me for 
being taken : Here's trying a man^s faith indeed !— ^ 
What, do you think I haa the faith of a stock, or 
of a stone ? Nay, an you go to tantalize a man— « 
'Gad, I love upon the square, I can endure no tridks 
to be used to me. 

[Olinda and Sabina at the door peeping. 

Olin. and Scd). Celadon ! Celadon ! 

Flo. What voices are those ? 

Cel. Some comrades of mine, that call me to play. 
—Pox on them, they'll spoil aJl. [Aside. 

Flo. Pray let's see them. 

Cel. Hang them, tatterdemallions ! they lu'e not 
worth your sight. — Pray, gentlemen, begone ; I'll 
be with you immediately. 

Sab. No ; we'll stay here for you. 

Flo. Do your gentlemen speak with treble voices? 
I am resolved to see what company you keep. 
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CeL Nay, good my dear. 

[He lays hold of her to pull her hack^ she lays 
hold o/*Olinda, by whom Sabina holds; so 
that, he pulling, they all come in. 

Flo. Are these your comrades ? 

[Sings.] 'TV* Strephon calls, what would my lorn ? 

Why do you not roar out, like a great bass-viol, 
Come follotv to the myrtle-grofte. — ^Pray, sir, which 
of these fair ladies is it, for Avhom you were to do 
the courtesy ? for it were unconscionable to leave 
you to them both.^ — ^What, a man's but a man, you 
know. 

Olin. The gentleman may find an owner. 

Sab. Though not of you. 

Flo. Pray, agree whose the lost sheep is, and take 
him. 

Cel. 'Slife, they'll cry me anon, and tell my marks. 

Flo. Troth, I pity your highness there ; I per- 
ceive he has left you for the little one. Methinks 
he should have been afraid to break his neck, when 
he fell so high as from you to her. 

Sah. Well; my drolling lady, I may be even with 
you. 

Flo. Not this ten years, by the growth, yet. 

Sah. Can flesh and blood endure this ! 

Fh. How now, my amazon in decimo sexto ! 

Olin. Do you affront my sister ? 

Flo. Ay, but thou art so tall, I think I shall ne- 
ver affront thee. 

Sab. Come away, sister ; we shall be jeered to 
death else. \_JEa:eunt Olin. and Sab. 

Flo. Why do you look that way ? You can't for- 
bear leering after the forbidden fruit— But when- 
e'er I take a wencher's word again ! 

Cel. A wencher's word ! — ^Why should you speak 
*o contemptibly of the better half of mankind ? Ill 
st^ '^^ for the honour of my vocation. 
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Flo. You are in no fault, I warrant ! — 'Ware my 
busk.* 

Cel. Not to give a fair lady the lie, I am in fault ; 
but otherwise — Come, let us be friends, and let me 
wait on you to your lodgings. 

Flo. This impudence shall not save you from my 
table-books. Item^ A month more for this fault. 

[ They walk to the door^ 

1 Sold, [within.^ Stand ! 

2 Sold, Stand, give the word ! 

Cel. Now, what's the meaning of this, trow ? — 
guards set ! ' 

1 Sold. Give ^the word, or you cannot pass : — 
These are they, brother ; let's in and seize them. 

The two Soldiers enter. 

1 Sold. Down with him ! 

2 Sold. Disarm him ! 

Cel. How now, rascals ? — 

[Draws^ and heats one qff\ and catches the other. 
Ask your life, you villain. 

2 Sold. Quarter ! quarter ! 

Cel. Was ever such an insolence ? 

2 Sold. We did but our duty ;— here we were set 
to take a gentleman and lady, that would steal a 
marriage without the queen's consent, and we 
thought you had been they. [Exit Sold. 

Flo. Your cousin Philocles, and the Princess 
Candiope, on my life ! fpr I heard the queen give 
private orders to Lysimantes, and name them twice 
or thrice. 

Cel. I know a score or two^of madcaps here hard 



** The now almpst forgotten busk was a small slip of steel or 
woocl^ used to stiffen the stays. Florimel threatens to employ it 
as a rod of chastisement. 
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by, whom I can pick up firom taverns, and gaming- 
houses, and bordels ; those I'll bring to aid him. — 
Now, Florimel, there's an argument fcnr wendiing : 
Where would you have had so many hcnest m^i to- 
gether, upon the sudden, for a brave employmoit ? 

Flo. You'll leave me then, to take my fortune? 

CeL No : — ^If you will, I'll have you into the 
places aforesud, and enter you into good company. 

Flo. Thank you, sir ; here's a key« will let me 
through this badc-door to my own lodgings. 

Cel. Ifl come offwith life, rU see you this even- 
ing ; if not, — adieu, Florimel ! 

Flo. If you come not, I shall ccmdude you are 
killed ; or teken, to be hanged ibr a rebd to-morrow 
morning : and then I'll honour your memcHy with 
% lampoon, instead of an epitaph. 

CeL No, no ! I trust bettar in my fiite ; I know 

I am reserved to do you a courtesy. {Exit Cel. 

[As Florimel w tmloeking the door to go auU 

Fla VIA opens it against ier, and enters to 

ker^JoUowed hy a Page. 

Fla. Florimel, do you hear the news ? 

Flo. I guess they are in pursuit of IHukxJes. 

Fla. When Lysimantes came with the queai's 
orders. 
He refused to render up Candiope ; 
And, with some few brave friends he had about him. 
Is forcing of his way through all the guards. 

Fib. A gallant fellow ! — ^I'll in, will you with 
me? — 
Hark ! the noise comes this way ! 

Fla. I have a message firom the queai to Lya- 
mantes. — 
I hope I may be safe amcmg the soldiers. 

Fh. Oh, very safe ! — ^Periiaps some iKmest fmow 
in the tumult may take pity of thy maideitdiead, or 
so. — ^Adieu ! {Eiit Tlo. 

18 
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• Page. The noise comes nearer, madam. 

Fla. I am glad on't. — This message gives me the 
opportunity of speaking privately with Lysimantes. 

Enter Philocles and Candiope, with three 
Friends, pursued hy Lysimantes, and Soldiers. 

Lys. What is it renders you thus obstinate ? You 
have no hope of flight, and to resist is full as vain. 

Phil. I'll die rather than yield her up. 

Fla. My lord ! 

L/ys. How now? some new message from the 
queen ? — 
Retire a while to a convenient distance. 

[ To the Soldiers. Lys. and Fl av. whisper. 

L/ys. O Flavia, 'tis impossible ! the queen in love 
with Philocles ! 

Fla. I have suspected it before ; but now 
My ears .and eyes are witnesses. 
This hour I overheard her to Asteria, 
Making such sad complaints of her hard fate I-^- 
For my part, I believe you lead him back 
But to his coronation. 

Ijys. Hell take him first ! 

Fla. Presently after this she calPd for me, 
And bid me run, and, with strict care, command 

On peril of your life, he had no harm : 
But, sir, she spoke it with so great concernment, 
Methought I saw love, anger, and despair. 
All combating at once upon her face* 

Lys. Tell the queen— I know not what, 
I am distracted so. — 
But go, and leave me to my thoughts.-— 

[Exit Flavia. 
Was ever such amazing news. 
Told in so strange and critical a moment ?— 
What shall I do ?— 
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Does she love Philocles, who loves not her ; 
And loves not Lysimantes, who prefers her 
Above his life ? — What rests, but that I take 
This opportunity, which she herself 
Has given me, to kill this happy rival ! — 
Assist me, soldiers ! 

Phil. They shall buy me dearly. 

Cand. Ah me, unhappy maid ! 

Enter Celadon with his Friends^ unbuttofied and 

reelififf. 

Cel. Courage, my noble cousin ! I have brought 
A band of blades, the bravest youths of Syracuse ; 
Some drunk, some sober, all resolved to run 
Your fortune to the utmost. — ^Fall on, mad boys ! 

Lys. Hold a little !— 
I'm not secure of victory against these desperate 
ruffians. 

Cel. No, but 111 secure you ! They shall cut your 
throat for such another word of them. Ruffians, 
quoth a' ! call gamesters, whoremasters, and drunk- 
ards, ruffians ! 

Lt/s. Pray, gentlemen, fall back a little. 

Cel. O ho, are they gentlemen now with you ! — 
3peak first to your gentlemen soldiers to retire ; 
And then I'll speak to my gentlemen ruffians. 

[Cel. signs to his party. 
There's your disciplined men now. — 

[ They jsign^ and the Soldiers retire on hath sides. 
Come, gentlemen, let's lose no time : While they 
are talking, let's have one merry main before we 
die, for mortality sake. 

1 Fr. Agreed ! here's my cloak for a table. 

2 Fr. And my hat for a box. 

[ They lie doivn and throw. 
Lys. Suppose I kill'd him ! 
TTwould but exasperate the queen the more : 
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He loves not her, nor knows he she loves him. — 
A sudden thought is come into my head, — 
So to contrive it, that this Philocles, 
And these his friends, shall bring to pass that for 

me, 
Which I could never compass. — ^True, I strain 
A point of honour ; but then her usage to me — 
It^ shall be so. — 

Pray, Philocles, command your soldiers off; 
As I will mine. I've somewhat to propose. 
Which you pei*haps may like. 

Can I will not leave him. 

L/ys^ 'Tis my desire you should not. 

Phil. Cousin, lead off your friends. 

Cel. One word in your ear, coz. — Let me advise 
you, either make your own conditions, or never 
agree with him ; his men are poor rogues, they can 
never stand before us. 

[^Exeunt all hut Lys. Piiiii. and Cand. 

L/ys. Suppose some friend, ere night. 
Should bring you to possess all you desire ; - 
And not so only, but secure forever 
The nation's happiness ? 

Phil. I would think of him. 
As some god or angel. 

Lys. That god or angel you and I may be to one 
another. 
We have betwixt us 

An hundred men ; the citadel you govern. 
What were it now to seize the queen ? 

Phil. O impiety ! to seize the queen ! — 
To seize her, said you ? 

Lys. The word might be too rough, — I meant, 
secure her. 

Phil. Was this your proposition ? — 
And had you none to make it to but me ? 

Jjys. Pray hear me out, ere you condemn me ! — 
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I would not the least violence were oflfer*d 
Her person* Two small grants is all I ask ; 
To make me happy in herself, and you 
In your Candiope. 

Cand. And will not you do this, my Fhilodes ?-- 
Nay, now my brother speaks but reason. 

Phil. Interest makes all seem reason, that leads 
to it ; 
Interest, that does the zeal of sects create. 
To purge a church, and to reform a state. 

Lys. In short, the queen hath sent to part you 
two. 
What more she means to her, I know not. 

Phil. To her, alas ! — ^Why, will not you protect 
her? 

L/ys. With you I can ; but whereas my power 
alone? 

Cand. You know she loves me not. You lately 
heard her. 
How she insulted over me. How she 
Despised that beauty, which you say I have. — 
1 see, she purposes my death. 

Phil. Why do you fright me with it ? 
'Tis in your brother's power to let us 'scape. 
And then you run no danger. 

Lys. True, I may ; 
But then my head must pay the forfeit of it. 

Phil. O wretched Philocles ! whither would love 
Hurry thee headlong ! 

Lq/s. Cease these exclamations. 
There's no danger on your side ; 'tis but to 
Live without my sister ; resolve that. 
And you have shot the gulf. 

Phil. To live without ner ! Is that nothing, think 
you ? 
The damn'd in hell endure no greater pain. 
Than seeing heaven from far with hopeless eyes. 
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Cand. Cahdiope must die, and die for you.^ — 
See it not unrevenged at least. 

Phil. Ha, unrevenged ! On whom should I re- 
venge it ? — 
But yet she dies, and I may hinder it ? 
'Tis I then murder my Candiope. — 
And yet, should I take arms against toy queen, 
That favour'd me, raised me to what I am ?• — 
Alas ! it must not be. 

Lys. He cools again. — [^Aside. 

True, she once favour'd you ; 
But now I am informed. 
She is besotted on an upstart wretch 
So far, that she intends to ni^ke him master 
Both ofjher crown and person, 

Phil. TJ^nows he that ! 
Then, what I dreaded most is come to pass. — 

[Aside. 
I am convinced of the necessity ; 
Let us make haste to raze 
That action from the annals of her reign. 
No motive but her glory could have wrought me. 
I am a traitor to her, to preserve her 
From treason to herself. Yet heaven knows, 
With what a heavy heart 
Philocles turns refonner. But have care 
This fault of her strange passion take no air. 
Let not the vulgar blow upon her fame. 

Lys, I will be careful. — Shall we go, my lord ? 

PhiL Time wastes apace ; each first prepare his 
men. — 
Come, my Candiope. [Eamint Phil, and Cand. 

Ia/s. This ruins him forever with the queen ; 
The odium's half his, the profit all my own. 
Those who, like me, by others' help would climb. 
To make them sure, must dip them in their crime. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE II.— 2%e Queen's apartmenU. 

Enter Queen and Asteria. 

Queen. No more news yet from Philocles ? 

AsL None, madam, since Flavia's return. 

Queen. O, my Asteria \ if you loved me, sure 
You would say something to me of my Philocles ? 
I could speak ever of him. 

Ast. Madam, you commanded me no more to 
name him to you. 

Queen. Then I command you now, speak of no- 
thing else. — 
I charge you here, on your allegiance, tell me 
What I should do with him ? 

Ast. When you gave orders that he should be 
taken. 
You seem'd resolved how to dispose of him. 

Queen. Dull Asteria ! not to know. 
Mad people never think the same thing twice ! — 
Alas ! I'm hurried restless up and down. — 
I was in anger once, and then I thought 
I had put into shore : 

But now a gust of love blows hard against me. 
And bears me off again. 

Ast. Shall I sing the song you made of Philocles, 
And called it Secret Love ? 

Queen. Da; for that's all kindness. And while 
thou singest it, I can think nothing but what pleases 
me. 

SONG. 

I feed aflame within, which so torments me. 
That it hath j^^dns my heart, and yet contents me ; 
' Tis stick a pleasing smart, and I so love it. 
That I had rather die, than mice remove it. 
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Yet he, Jar whom I grieve, shall never know it; 
My tongue does not hetray, 'nor my eyes show it. 
Not a sigh, nor a tear, my pain discloses, 
But they fall silently, like dew on roses. 

Thus, to prevent my love from being cruel. 
My hearfs the sacrifice, as 'tis the fuel. 
And while I suffer this to give him quiet. 
My faith rewards my love, though he deny it. 

On his eyes will Igaxe, and there delight me ; 
While I conceal my love no frown can fright me. 
To he more happy, I dare not aspire ; 
Nor can I fall more low, mounting no higher. 

Queen. Peace ! — Methinks I bear the noise 
Of clashing swords, and clattering arms below. 

Enter Flavia* 

Now ; what news, that you press in so rudely ? 

Fla. Madam, the worst that can be. — 
Your guards upon the sudden are surprised, 
Disarm'd ; some slain ; all scatter'd. 

Queen. By whom ? 

Fla. Prince Lysimantes, and Lord Philocles. 

Queen. It cannot be ; Philocles is a prisoner. 

Fla. What my eyes saw, 

Queen. Pull them out ; they are false spectacles. 

Ast. O, virtue ! impotent and blind as fortune ! 
Who would be good, or pious, if this queen. 
Thy great example, suffers ! 

Queen. Peace, Asteria ! accuse not virtue ; 
She has but given me a great occasion 
Of shewing what I am, when fortune leaves me. 

Ast. Philocles to do this ! 

Queen. Ay, Philocles ! — I must confess 'twas 
hard ! — 
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But there*s a fate in kindness. 

Still to be least returned, where most 'tis^given.— - 

Where's Candiope ? 

Flo. Philodes was whispering to her. 

Queen. Hence, screech-owl! — Call my guards 
quickly there ! — 
Put them apart in several prisons ! — 
Alas ! I had forgot, I have no guards. 
But those which are my jailors. 
Never till now unhappy queen ! 
The use of power, till lost, is seldom known ; 
Now, I should strike, I find my thunder gone. 

[Exeunt Queen and Flay. 

Philocles enters, and meets Asteria going out 

Phil. Asteria, where's the queen ? 

Ast Ah, my lord ! what have you done ? 
I came to seek you. 

Phil. Is it from her you come ? ' 

Ast. No; but on her behalf. — ^Her heart's too 
great. 
In this low ebb of fortune, to entreat. 

Phil. 'Tis but a short eclipse. 
Which past, a glorious day will soon ensue. — 
But I would ask a favour too from you. 

Ast. When conquerors petition, they command ; 
Those, that can captive queens, who can withstand ? 

Phil. She, with her happiness, might mine create ; 
Yet seems indulgent to her own ill fate. 
But she in secret hates me, sure ; for why, 
If not, should she Candiope deny ? 

Ast. If you dare trust my knowledge of her 
mind. 
She has no thoughts of you that are unkind. 

Phil. I could my sorrows with some patience 
bear. 
Did they proceed from any one but her. 
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But from the queen ! whose person I adore. 
By duty much, by inclination more. 

Ast He is inclined already ; did he know 
That she loved him, how would his passion grow ! 

J[Amle, 

Phil. That her fair hand with destiny combines ! 
Fate ne'er strikes deep, but when unkindness joins ; 
For, to confess the secret of my mind. 
Something so tender for the queen I find. 
That even Candiope can scarce remove. 
And, were she lower, I should call it love. 

Ast. She charged me, not this secret to betray ; 
But I best serve her, if I disobey. 
For, if he loves, 'twas for her interest done ; 
If not, he'll keep it secret for his own. [^Aside. 

Phil. Why are you in obliging me so slow ? 

Ast. The thing's of great importance, you would 
know ; 
And you must first swear secresy to all. 

Phil. I swear. 

Ast. Yet hold ; your oath's too general. 
Swear that Candiope shall never know. 

Phil. I swear. 

Ast. No ; not the queen herself. 

Phil. I vow. 

Ast. You wonder why I am so cautious grown. 
In telling what concerns yourself alone. 
But spare my vow, and guess what it may be. 
That makes the queen deny Candiope ; 
'Tis neither heat, nor pride, that moves her mind ; 
Methinks the riddle is not hard to find. 

Phil. You seem so great a wonder to intend. 
As were, in me, a crime to apprehend. 

Ast. 'Tis not a crime to know ; but would bq one. 
To prove ungrateful when your duty's known. 

Phil. Why would you thus my easy faith abuse ? 
I cannot think the queen so ill would chuse. 



U. 
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But stay, now your imposture will appear ; 
She has herself confess'd she loved elsewhere ; 
On some ignoble choice has placed her heart. 
One, who wants quality, and more, desert. 

Ast. This, though unjust, you have most right to 
say; 
For, if you'll rail against yourself, you may. 

Phil Dull that J was ! 
A thousand things now crowd my memory. 
That make me know it could be none but I. 
Her rage was love ; and its tempestuous flame. 
Like lightning, shew'd the heaven from whence it 

came. 
But in her kindness my owti shame I see ; 
Have I dethroned her, then, for loving me ? 
I hate myself for that which I have done, 
IVIuch more, discovered, than I did unknown. 
How does she brook her strange imprisonment ? 

Ast As great souls should, that make their own 
content. 
The hardest term, she for your act could find. 
Was only this, — O Philocles, unkind ! 
Then, setting free a sigh, from her fair eyes 
She wiped two pearls, the remnant of wild showers, 
AVhich hung like drops upon the bells of flowers; 
And thank'd the heavens. 
Which better did, what she design'd, pursue. 
Without her crime, to give her power to you. 

Phil. Hold, hold ! you set my thoughts so near 
a crown. 
They mount above my reach, to pull them down. 
Here constancy, ambition there does move ; 
On each side beauty, and on both sides love. 

Ast Methinks the least you can, is to receive 
This love with reverence, and your former leave. 

PhiL Think but what difficulties come between ! 

Ast 'Tis wond'rous difficult to love a queen. 
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Phil. For pity, cease more reasons to provide, 
I am but too much yielding to your side ; 
And, were my heart but at my Own dispose, 
I should not make a scruple now to chuse. 

Ast. Then if the queen will my advice approve. 
Her hatred to you shall expel her love. 

Phil. Not to be loved by her as hard would be. 
As to be hated by Candiope. 

Ast I leave you to resolve while you have time ; 
You must be guilty, but may chuse your crime. 

[jBo^V ASTERIA* 

Phil. One thing I have resolved ; and that I'll do, * 
Both for my love, and for my honour too ; 
But then (ingratitude and falsehood weigh'd,) 
I know not which would most my soul upbraid. 
Fate shoves me headlong down a rugged way ; 
Unsafe to run, and yet too steep to stay. 

lExit Phil. 



ACT V. 

SCENE 1.-2%^ Court. 

Florimel in man's habit. 

Flo. 'Twill be rare now, if I can go through with 
it, to outdo this mad Celadon in all his tricks, and 
get both his mistresses from him ; then I shall re- 
venge myself upon all three, and save my own stake 
into the bargain ; for I find I do love the rogue, in* 
spite of all his infidelities. Yonder they are, and 
this way they must come. If clothes and a bon 
mien will take them, I shall do it. — Save you. Mon- 
sieur Florimel ! Faith, methinks you are a very jan- 
ty fellow, povdrt et ajtcste^ as well as the best of 
*em. I can manage the little comb ; set my hat, 

VOL, II. 2 F 
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shake my garniture, toss about my empty noddle, 
walk with a courant slur, and at every step peck 
down my head. If I should be mistaken for some 
courtier now, pray where's the diflferenoe ? 

Enter, to her, Celadon, Olinda, and Sabina. 

Olin. Never mince the matter ! 

Sab. You have left your heart behind with Flo- 
rimel ; we know it. 

Cel. You know you wrong me ; when I am with 
Florimel, 'tis still your prisoner, it only draws a 
longer chain after it. 

Flo. Is it e'en so ! then farewell, poor Florimd ! 
thy maidenhead is condemned to die with thee. 

Cel. But let's leave this discourse ; 'tis all digres- 
sion, that does not speak of your beauties. 

Flo. Now for me, in the name of impudence !— 
[Comes Jbrward.'] They are the greatest beauties, 
I confess, that ever I beheld ^ 

Cel. How now, what's the meaning of this, young 
fellow ? 

Flo. And therefore I cannot wonder that this gen- 
tleman, who has the honour to be known to you, 
should admire you, since I, that am a stranger 

Cel. And a very impudent one, as I take it, sir. 

Flo. Am so extremely surprised, that I admire, 
love, am wounded, and am dying, all in a moment. 

Cel. I have seen him somewhere, but where, I 
know not. — Pr'ythee, my friend, leave us ; dost 
thou think, we do not know our way in court? 

Flo. I pretend not to instruct you in your way ; 
you see I do not go before you ; but you cannot 
possibly deny me the happiness to wait upon these 
ladies ; me, who 

Cel. Thee, who shalt be beaten most unmerci- 
fully, if thou dost follow them. 

Flo. You will not draw in court, I hope ? 



3CEKE I. THE MAIDEN QUEEN. 451 

Cel. Pox on him, let's walk away faster, and be 
rid of him. 

Fh. O, take no care for me, sir ! you shall not 
lose me ; I'll rather mend my pace, than not wait 
on you. 

Olin. I begin to like this fellow. 

Cel. You make veiy bold here in my seraglio, 
and I shall find a time to tell you so, sir. 

Fh. When you find a time to tell me on't, I shall 
find a time to answer you. But, pray, what do you 
find in yourself so extraordinary, that you should 
serve these ladies better than I? Let me know 
what 'tis you value yourself upon, and let them 
judge betwixt us. 

Cel. I am somewhat more a man than you. 

Flo. That is, you are so much older than I.— Do 
you like a man ever the better for his age, ladies ? 

Sab. Well said, young gentleman. 

Cel. Pish, thee ! a young raw creature ; thou hast 
ne'er been under the barber's hands yet. 

Flo. No, nor under the surgeon's neither, as you 
have been. 

Cel. 'Slife, what would'st thou be at ? I am mad* 
der than thou art. 

Fh. The devil you are ! I'll tope with you ; I'll 
sing with you ; I'll dance with you ; I'll swag- 
ger with you 

Cel. I'll fight with you. 

Flo. Out upon fighting ! 'tis grown so common 
a &shion, that a modish man condemns it ; a man 
of garniture and feather is above the dispensation 
of the sword. 

OUn. Uds my life ! here's the queen's music just 
going to us ; you shall decide your quarrel by a 
dance. 

Sab. Who stops the fiddles? 
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Cel. Base and treble, by your leaves, we arrest 
you at these ladies* suits. 

Fh. Come on, sirs, play me a jig ; you shall see 
how rU baffle him. 

DANCE. 

Flo. Your judgment, ladies. 

OUn. You, sir ; you, sir. This is the rarest gen- 
tleman ! I could live and die with him 

Sab. Lord, how he sweats ! — ^Please you, sir, to 
make use of my handkerchief? 

OUn. You and I are merry, and just of an hu- 
mour, sir ; therefore we two should love one ano- 
ther. 

Sab. And you and I are just of an age, sir; and 
therefore, methinks, we should not hate one ano- 
ther. 

CeL Then I perceive, ladies, I am a castaway, a 
reprobate, with you. Why, 'faith, this is hard luck 
now, that I should be no less than one whole hour 
in getting your affections, and now must lose 'em 
in a quarter of it. 

Olin. No matter, let him rail ; does the loss af- 
flict you, sir ? 

Cel. No, in faith, does it not ; for if you had not 
forsaken me, I had you. So the willows may flou- 
rish, for any branches I shall rob 'em of. 

Sab. However, we have the advantage to have 
left you ; not you us. 

CeL That's only a certain nimbleness in nature, 
you women have, to be first inconstant ; but if you 
nad not made the more haste, the wind was veer- 
ing too upon my weathercock. The best on't is, 
Florimel is worth both of you. 

Flo. 'Tis like she'll accept of their leavings. 

CeL She will accept on't, and she shall accept 
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on't : I think I know more than you of her mind, 

sir. 

Enter Melissa. 

Mel. Daughters, there's a poor collation within, 
that waits for you. 

Flo. Will you walk, musty sir ? 

Cel. No, marry, sir, I will not ; I have surfeited 
of that old woman's face already. 

Flo. Begin some frolic, then ; what will you do 
for her ? 

Cel. Faith, I am no dog, to show tricks for her ; 
I cannot come aloft to an old woman, 

Flo. Dare you kiss her ? 

Cel. I was never dared by any man. By your 
leave, old madam [He plucks off her ruff. 

Mel. Help! help! do you discover my nakedness? 

Cel. Peace, Tiffany ! no harm ! \IIe puts on the 
ruff.'] Now, sir, here's Florimel's health to you. 

\^Kisses her. 

Mel. Away, sir ! — A sweet young man as you 
are, to abuse the gift of nature so ! 

Cel. Good mother, do not commend me so; I am 
flesh and blood, and you do not know what you 
may pluck upon that reverend person of yours. — 
Come on, follow your leader. 

[Gives Florimel the ruff; she puts it on. 

Flo. Stand fair, mother — 

Cel. What, with your hat on ? Lie thou there ;— 
and thou, too— ^ — 

[Plucks off her hat and peruke ^ and discovers 
Florimel. 

All. Florimel! 

Flo. My kind mistresses, how sorry I am I can 
do you no further service ! I think I had best re- 
sign you to Celadon, to make amends for me. 
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del Lord ! what a misfortune it was, ladies, that 
the gentleman could not hold forth to you ? 

OKn. We have lost Celadon too. 

Mel. Come away ; this is past enduring. 

^Exeunt Mel. and Olin. 

Sab. Well, if ever I believe a man to be a man, 
for the sake of a peruke and feather again ! [^Exit. 

t%o. Come, Celadon, shall we make accounts 
even ? Lord ! what a hanging-look was there ? in- 
deed, if you had been recreant to your mistress, or 
had forsworn your love, that sinner's face had been 
but decent ; but, for the virtuous, the innocent, the 
constant Celadon ! 

Cel. This is not very heroic in you now, to in- 
sult over a man in his misfortunes ; but take heed, 
you have robb'd me of my two mistresses ; I shall 
grow desperately constant, and all the tempest of 
toy love will fall upon your head : I shall so pay 
you! 

Flo. Who, you pay me ! you are a bankrupt, cast 
beyond all possibility of recovery. 

Cel. If I am a bankrupt, I'll be a very honest 
one ; when I cannot pay my debts, at least I'll mve 
you up the possession of my body. 

Fh. No, rU deal better with you ; since you are 
unable to pay, I'll give in your bond. 

Enter Philocles with a commanded s staff in his 

hand, attended. 

Phil. Cousin, I am sorry I must take you from 
your company about an earnest business. 

Flo. There needs no excuse, my lord ; we had 
despatched our affairs, and were just parting. 

Cel. Will you be going, sir ? sweet sir, — damn'd 
sir ! — I have but one word more to say to you. 

Flo. As I am a man of honour, I'll wait on you 
some other time. 
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Cel. By these breeches,- 



Flo. Which, if I marry you, I am resolved to 
wear ; put that into our bargain, and so adieu, sir. 

lExit Flo. 

PhU. Hark you, cousin, [ They whisper. 

You'll see it exactly executed ; I rely upon you. 

Cel. I shall not fail, my lord ; may the conclu- 
sion of it prove happy to you. \^Exit Cel. 

Philocles soltis. 

Where-e'er I cast about my wandering eyes, 

Greatness lies ready in some shape to tempt me. 

The royal furniture in every room. 

The guards, and the huge waving crowds of people. 

All waiting for a sight of that fair queen. 

Who makes a present of her love to me. 

Now tell me, Stoick ! 

If all these with a wish might be made thine, 

Would'st thou not truck thy ragged virtue for *em ? 

If glory was a bait that angels swallow'd. 

How then should souls allied to sense resist it ? 

Enter Candiope. 

Ah poor Candiope ! I pity her, 

But that is all. ^ 

Cand. O my dear Philocles ! 
A thousand blessings wait on thee ! 
The hope of being thine, I think, will put 
Me past my meat and sleep with ecstacy. 
So I shall keep the fasts of seraphims. 
And wake for joy, like nightingales in May. 

Phil. Wake, Philocles, wake from thy dream of 
glory, 
'Tis all but shadow to Candiope. 
Canst thou betray a love so innocent ? [Aside. 

Cand. What makes you melancholick ? I doubt^ 
I have displeased you. 
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Phil. No, my love, I am not displeased with 
you. 
But with myself, when I consider. 
How little I deserve you. 

Cand. Say not so, my Philodes ; a love so true 
as yours, 
That would have left a court, and a queen's favoiu", 
To live in a poor hermitage with me,— 

P/iil. Ha ! she has stung me to the quick ! 
As if she knew the falsehood I intended ; 
But, I thank heaven, it has recall'd my virtue. 

[^Aside. 
Oh ! my deai', I love you, and you only ; \_To her. 
Go in, I have some business for a while ; 
But I think minutes ages 'till we meet* 

Cand. I knew you had; but yet I could not 
chuse. 
But come and look upon you. [Exit Candiope. 
Phil. What barbarous man would wrong so sweet 
a virtue ! 

Enter the Queen in black, tvith Asteria. 

Madam, the states are straight to meet ; but why 
In these dark ornaments will you be seen ? 

Queen. They fit the fortune of a captive queen. 
Phil, Deep shades are thus to heighten colours 
set ; 
So stars in night, and diamonds shine in jet. 
Queen. True friends should so in dark afflictions 
shine. 
But I have no great cause to boast of mine. 

Phil. You may have too much prejudice for 
some. 
And think them false, before their trials come. 
But, madam, what determine you to do ? 

Queen. I came not here to be advised by you : 
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But charge you, by that power which once you 

own'd, 
And which is still my right, even when unthroned. 
That whatsoe'er the states resolve of me. 
You never more think of Candiope. 

Phil. Not think of her ! ah, how should I obey ! ' 
Her tyrant eyes have forced my heart away. 

Queen. By force retake it from those tyrant eyesj 
I'll grant you out my letters of reprise. 

Phil. She has too well prevented that design. 
By giving me her heart in change for mine. 

Queen. Thus foolish Indians gold for glass fore- 
go; 
'Twas to your loss you prized your heart so low. 

I set its value when you were advanced. 
And as my favours grew, its rate enhanced. 

Phil. The rate of subjects' hearts by yours must 

go, 
And love in yours has set the value low. 

Queen. I stand corrected, and myself reprove ; 
You teach me to repent my low-placed love : 
Help me this passion from my heart to tear ! — 
Now rail on him, and I will sit and hear. 

Phil. Madam, like you, I have repented too. 
And dare not rail on one, I do not know. 

Queen. This, Philocle§, like strange perverseness 
shows. 
As if whate'er I said you would oppose. 
How come you thus concern'd for this unknown ? 

Phil. I only judge his actions by my own. 

Queen. I've heard too much, and you too much 
have said. 
O heavens, the secret of my soul's betray'd ! 
He knows my love, I read it in his face. 
And blushes, conscious of his queen's disgrace. 

[Aside. 
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Henoe quickly, hence, or I shall die with shame. 

ITohim. 

Phil. Now I love both, and both with equal 
flame. 
Wretched I came, more wretched I retire : 
When two wmds blow it, who can quench the fire ? 

lExit Philocles. 

Queen. O my Asteria ! I know not whom to ac- 
cuse ; 
But either my own eyes or you have told 
My love to Philocles. 

Ast. Is't possible that he should know it, ma- 
dam ? 

Queen. Methinks, you ask that question guiltily. 
ILays her hand on Asteria's shoulder. 
Confess, for I will know what was the subject 
Of your long discourse i'th' antichamber with him. 

Ast It was business to convince him, madam. 
How ill he did, being so much obliged. 
To join in your imprisonment. 

Queen. Nay, now I am confirm'd my thought 
was true ; 
For you could give him no such reason 
Of his obligements, as my love. 

Ast Because I saw him much a malecontent, 
I thought to win him to your interest, madam. 
By telling him it was no want of kindness. 
Made your refusal of Candiope^ 
And he, perhaps 

Queen. What of him now ? 

Ast. As men are apt, interpreted my words, 
To all the advantage he could wrest the sense. 
As if I meant you loved him. 

Queen. Have I deposited within thy breast 
The dearest treasure of my life, my glory. 
And hast thou thus betray'd me ! 
But why do I accuse thy ^^ale weakness, 
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And not my own, for trusting thee ! 
Unhappy queen, Philocles knows thy fondness. 
And needs must think it done by thy command. 

A^t Dear madam, think not so. 

Queen. Peace, peace, thou should'st for ever hold 
thy tongue : 
For it has spoke too much for all thy life. \To her. 
Then Philocles has told Candiope, 
And courts her kindness with his scorn of me. 
O whither am I fall'n ! 
But I must rouse myself, and give a stop 
To all these ills by headlong passion caused* 
In hearts resolved weak love is put to flight. 
And only conquers, when we dare not fight. 
But we indulge our harms, and, while he gains 
An entrance, please ourselves into our pains. 

Enter Lysimantes. 

Ast. Prince Lysimantes, madam. 

Queen. Come near, you poor deluded criminal ; 
See how ambition cheats you : 
You thought to find a prisoner here. 
But you behold a queen. 

Ijys. And may you long be so ; 'tis true, this act 
May cause some wonder in your majesty. 

Queen. None, cousin, none ; I ever thought you 
Ambitious, proud, designing. 

L/ys. Yet all my pride, designs, and my ambi- 
tion. 
Were taught me by a master. 
With whom you are not unacquainted, madam. 

Queen. Explain yourself; dark purposes, like 
yours. 
Need an interpretation. 

Lys. 'Tis love, I mean. 

Queen. Have my low fortunes given thee 
This insolence, to name it to thy queen ? 
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Lys. Yet you have heard love named without 
offence. 
As much below you as you think my passion^ 
I can look down on yours. 

Queen. Does he know it too ! 
This is the extremest malice of my stars ! [^A^ide. 

Lys. You see that princes' faults, 
(However they think them safe from public view) 
Fly out thro' the dark crannies of their closets : 
We know what the sun does, 
Even when we see him not, in t'other world. 

Queen. My actions, cousin, never fear'd the light 

hys. Produce him, then, your darling of the dark, 
For such an one you have. 

Queen. I know no such. 

Lys. You know, but will not own him. 

Queen. Rebels ne'er want pretence to blacken 
kings. 
And this, it seems, is yours : Do you produce him. 
Or ne'er hereafter sully my renown 
With this aspersion. — Sure he dare not name him. 

\^Aside. 

Lys. I am too tender of your fame ; or else 

Nor are things brought to that extremity : 

Provided you accept my passion, 

I'll gladly yield to think I was deceived. 

Queen. Keep in your error still ; I will not buy 
Your good opinion at so dear a rate. 
And my own misery, by being yours. 

I/ys. Do not provoke my patience by such scorns, 
For fear I break through all, and name him to you. 

Queen. Hope not to fright me with your mighty 
looks ; 
Know, I dare stem that tempest in your brow. 
And dash it back upon you. 

Lys. Spite of prudence it will out : — 'Tis Philo- 
cles ! 
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Now judge, when I was ihade a property 

To cheat myself, by making him your prisoner, 

Whether I had not right to take up arms ? 

Queen. Poor envious wretch ! 
Was this the venom that swell'd up thy breast ? 
My grace to Philocles mis-deem'd my l9ve ! 

Lys. 'Tis true, the gentleman is innocent ; 
He ne'er sinn'd up so high, not in his wishes : 
You know he loves elsewhere. 

Queen. You mean your sister. 

Lys. I wish some Sibyl now would tell me. 
Why you refused her to him. 

Queen. Perhaps I did not think him worthy of 
her. 

Lys. Did you not think him too worthy, madam ? 
This is too thin a veil to hide your passion ; 
To prove you love him not, yet give her him. 
And rU engage my honour to lay down my arms. 

Queen. He is arrived where I would wish — 

\^Aside. 
Call in the company, and you shall see what I will 
do. 

Lys. Who waits without there ? [^Exit Lys. 

Queen. Now hold, my heart, for this one act of 
honour, 
And I will never ask more courage of thee. 
Once more I have the means to reinstate myself in- 
to my glory. 
I feel my love to Philocles within me 
Shrink, and pull back my heart from this hard trial. 
But it must be, when glory says it must : 
As children, wading from somelriver's bank. 
First try the water with their tender feet ; 
Then, shuddering up with cold, step back again. 
And straight a little further venture on. 
Till, at the last, they plunge into the deep. 
And pass, at once, what they were doubting long. 
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I'll make the experiment ; it shall be done in haste^ 
Because I'll put it past my power to undo. 

Enter at one door Lysimantes, o^ the other Phi- 
I.OCLES, Celadon, Candiope, Florimei:,, 
Flavia, Olinda, ^x^iSA^ the three Deputies, 
and Soldiers. 

Ijys. In arms ! is all well, Fhilodes ? 

Phil. No, but it shall be. 

Queen. He comes, and with him 
The fever of my love returns to shake me. 
I see love is not banish'd from my soul ; 
He is still there, but is chain'd up by glory. 

Ast. You've made a noble conquest, madam. 

Queen. Come hither, Fhilodes : I am first to tell 

you, 

I and my cousin are agreed ; he has 
Engaged to lay down arms. 

PhU. 'Tis well for him he has ; for all his party, 
By my command, already are surprised. 
While I was talking with your majesty. • 

CeL Yes, faith, I have done him that courtesy ; 
I brought his followers, under pretence ofguarding 
it, to a strait place, where they are all tjooped up 
without use of their arms, and may be pelted to 
death by the small infantry o'er the town. 

Queen. 'Twas more than I expected, or could 
hope ; 
Yet still I thought your meaning honest. 

Phil. My fault was rashness, but 'twas full of 
zeal: 
Nor had I e'er been led to that attempt. 
Had I not seen, it would be done without me : 
But by compliance I preserved the power. 
Which I have since made use of for your service. 

Queen. And which I purpose so to recompence— 
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Jjys. With her crown, she means; I knew 'twould 
come to it. \Aside. 

Phil. O heavens, she'll own her love ! 
Then I must lose Candiope for ever, 
And, floating in a vast abyss of glory. 
Seek and not find myself! 

Queen. Take your Candiope ; and be as happy 
As love can make you both. — How pleased I am, 
That I can force my tongue 
To speak words so far distant from my heart ! 

l^Aside. 

Cand. My happiness is more than I can utter ! 

Lys. Methinks I could do violence on myself, for 
taking arms 
Against a queen, so good, so bountiful. 
Give me leave, madam, in my ecstasy 
Of joy, to give you thanks for Philocles. 
You have preserved my friend, and now he owes 

not 
His fortunes only to your favour ; but. 
What's more, his life, and, more than that, his love. 
— I am convinced, she never loved him now ; 
Since by her free consent, all force removed. 
She gives him to my sister. 
Flavia was an impostor, and deceived me. [^Aside. 

Phil. As for me, madam, I can only say. 
That I beg respite for my thanks ; for, on a sudden. 
The benefit's so great, it overwhelms me. 

Ast. Mark but the faintness of the acknowledg- 
ment. [ To the Queen, aside. 

Queen to Ast'] I have observed it with you, and 
am pleased. 
He seems not satisfied ; for I still wish 
That he may love me. 

Phil. I see Asteria deluded me. 
With flattering hopes of the queen's love, 
Only to draw me off from Ly si mantes. 
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But I will think no more on't. 

I'm going to possess Candiope, 

And I am ravish'd with the joy on't ! — ^ha ! 

Not ravished neither. 

For what can be more charming than that que«i ! 

Behold how night sits lovely on her eye-brows. 

While day breaks from her eyes ! then a crown too. 

Lost, losl^ for ever lost ; and now 'tis gone, 

Tis beautiful. lAskk. 

Ast. How he eyes you still ! [ To the Queen, 
Phil. Sure I had one of the fall'n angels' dreams ; 
All heaven within this hour was mine ! [Aside. 
Cand. What is it, that disturbs you, dear ? 
Phil. Only the greatness of my joy. 
Tve ta'en too strong a cordial, love. 
And cannot yet digest it. 
Queen. 'Tis done ! 

[Clapping her hand on Astekia. 
But this pang more, and then a glorious birth.— 
The tumults of this day, my loyal subjects, * 
Have settled in my heart a resolution, 
Happy for you, and glorious too for me. 
First, for my cousin; tho', attempting on my person, 
He has incurr'd the danger of the laws, 
I will not punish him. 

Lys. You bind me ever to my loyalty. 
Queen. Then that I may oblige you more to it, 
I here declare you rightful successor. 
And heir immediate to the crown. — 
This, gentlemen, [ To the Deputies. 

I hope will still my subjects' discontents. 
When they behold succession firmly settled. 
Dep. Heaven preserve your majesty ? 
Queen. As for myself, I have resolved 
Still to continue as I am, unmarried. 
The cares, observances, and all the duties 
Which 1 should pay an husband, I will place 
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Upoaa my people ; and our inutual love 
, Shall make a blessing more than conjugal, ; 
•^jAnd this the states shall ratify. 
; , Li/s\ Heaven bear me witness^- that I take no joy 
'. In the succession of a crown, , 

Which must descend to me so sad a way. 
c-^\^J^ueen. Cousin, no inore ; my resolution's past, 
•*• ..Which fate shall never alter. 
• . Phil. Then I am once more happy ; 
• -For, since none must possess her, I am pleased 
..With my own choice, and will desire no more ; 
F6^ multiplying wishes, is a curse. 
That keeps the mind still painfiilly awake. 
/ . Qiieen. Celadon, 
Your care and loyalty hatve this day obliged me ; 
But how to be acknowledging, I know not, : 

•Unless you give the means. 

Cel, I was in hope your majesty had forgot me; 

. therefore, if you please, ma^dam, J41 only beg a par- 

•• don for having taken up arms once to-day against 

you ; for I have a foolish kind of conscience, .which 

1 wish many of your subjects had, that will not let 

" -me ask a recompence for my loyalty, when I know 

• . I have been a rebel. 

; Queen. Your modesty shall not serve the turn ;( 
\ ^- SJsk; something. 
.. ',€!eL Then I beg, madam, you will command Flo- 
.rim^ never to be friends with me. 

-F7o. Ask again ; I grant that without the queen. 
. Biit why are you afraid on't ? 

Cel. Because I am sure, as soon as ever you ar^ 
you'll marry me. 

Ph. Do you fear it ? 
Cel. No, 'twill come with a fear. 
Flo. If you do, I will not stick with you for an 
oath. 

Cel. I require no oath till we come to churoh ; 
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then after the priest, I hope ; for I find it .will 

iny destiny to marry thee. 

Flo. If ever I say a word after the black gentle- 

m for thee, Celadon 

Cel. Then, I hope, you'll give me leave to bestow 

faithful heart elsewnere. 

Flo. Ay, but if you would have one, you must 
jespeak it, for I am sure you have none ready 
made. 

Cel. What say you, shall I marry Flavia ? 

Flo. No, she'll be too cunning for you. 

Cel. What say you to Olinda, then ? she's tall, 
and fair, and bonny. 

Flo. And foolish, and apish, and fickle. 

Cel. But Sabina there's pretty, and young, and 
loving, and innocent. 

Flo. And dwarfish, and childish, and fond, and 
flippant If you marry her sister, you will get may- 
poles ; and u you marry her, you will get fairies to 
dance about them.' 

Cel. Nay, then, the case is clear, Florimel ; if you 
take 'em all from me, 'tis because you reserve me 
for yourself 

Flo. But this marriage is such a bugbear to me ! 
much might be if we could invent but any way to 
make it easy. 

Cel. Some foolish people have made it uneasy, 
by drawing the knot faster than they need ; bu 
we that are wiser will loosen it a little. 

Flo. 'Tis true, indeed, there's some difference be — 
twixt a ^rdle and a halter. 

Cel. As for the first year, according to the laud- 
able custom of new-married people, we shall follow 
one another up into chambers, and down into gar- 
dens, and think we shall never have enough of one 
another. So far 'tis pleasant enough, I hope. 

Flo. But after that, when we begin to live like 



SCENE I. THE MAIDEN QUEEN, 467 

husband and wife^ and never come near one atio*- 
ther — ^What then, sir ? 

Cel. Why, then, our only happiness must be to 
have one mind, and one will, Florimel. 

. Flo. One mind, if thou wilt, but pr*y thee let ug 
have two wills ; for I find one will be little enough 
for me alone. But how, if those wills should meet 
and. clash. Celadon? 

Cel. I warrant thee for that ; husbands and wives 
keep their wills far enough asunder for ever meet* 
ing. One thing let us be sure to agree on, that is, 
never to be jealous. 

Flo. No ; but e'en love one another as long as 
we can ; and confess the truth when we can love 
no longer. 

Cel. When I have been at play, you shall never 
ask me what money I have lost. 

Flo. When I have been abroad, you shall never 
enquire who treated me. 

Cel. Item^ I will have the liberty to sleep all 
night, without your interrupting my repose for any 
evil design whatsoever. 

^ Flo. Iteniy Then you shall bid me good-night be- 
fore you sleep. 

Cel. Provided always, that whatever liberties we 
take with other people, we continue very honest to 
one another. 

Flo. As far as will consist with a pleasant life* 

Cel. Lastly, whereas the names of husband and 
wife hold forth nothing, but clashing^and cloying, 
and dullness and faintness, in their signification^ 
they shall be abolished for ever betwixt us. 

Flo. And instead of those, we will be married by 
the more agreeable names of mistress and gallant. 

Cel. None of my privileges to be infringed by 
thee, Florimel, under the penalty of a month of 
fasting nights. 
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JFlo. None of my privileges to be infringed by 
thee. Celadon, under the penalty of cuckoldom. 

Cel. Well, if it be my fortune to be made a cuck- 
old, I had rather thou should'st make me one, than 
any one in Sicily ; and, for my comfort, I shall have 
thee oftener than any of thy servants. 

JFlo. Look ye now, is not such a marriage as good 
as wenching. Celadon ? 

Cel. This is very good ; but not so good, Floriinel. 

Queen. Now set we forward to the assembly. — 
You promise, cousin, your consent ? 

Ijys. But most unwillingly. 

Queen. Philodes, I must beg your voice too. 

Phil. Most joyfully I give it 

Ia/s. Madam, but one word more ; — 
Since you are so resolved, 
That you may see, bold as my passion was, 
*Twas only for your person, not your crown ; 
I swear no second love 
Shall violate the flame I had for you. 
But, in strict imitation of your oath, 
I vow a single life. 

Queen. Now, my Asteria, my joys are full ; 

[Jo Asteria. 
The powers above, that see 
The innocent love I bear to Philocles, 
Have given its due reward ; for by this means 
The right of Lysimantes wUl devolve 
Upon Candiope ; and I shall have 
This great content, to think, when I am dead. 
My crown may fall on Philocles's head. 

l^JExeunt 
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EPILOGUE, 

WEITTEN BY 

A PERSON OF HONOUR. 

Our poet, something doubtful of his fate. 
Made choice of me to be his advocate. 
Relying on my knowledge in the laws ; 
And 1 as bol(Uy undertook the cause. 
I left my client yonder in a rant. 
Against the envious, and the ignorant. 
Who are, he says, his only enemies : 
But he condemns their malice, and defies 
The sharpest of his censurers to say. 
Where there is one gross fault in idl his play. 
The language is so fitted for each part. 
The plot according to the rules of art. 
And twenty other things he bid me tell you ; 
But I cried. E'en go do't yourself for NeUy.* 
Reason with judges, virged in the defence 
Of those they would condemn, is insolence ; 
I therefore wave the merits of his play. 
And think it fit to plead this safer way. 
If when too many in the purchase shaoe. 
Robbing's not worth the danger nor the care ; 
The men of business must, in policy. 
Cherish a little harmless poetry. 
All wit would else grow up to knavery. 
Wit is a bird of music, or of prey ; 
Mounting, she strikes at all tnings in her way. 
But if this birdlime once but touch her wings. 
On the next bush she sits her down and sings. 
I have but one word more ; tell me, I pray. 
What you will get by damning of our play ? 
A whipt fanatic, who does not recant. 
Is, by his brethren, called a suffering saint ; 
And by your hands should this poor poet die. 
Before he does renounce his poetry, 

• The epilogue appears to have been spoken by Nell Gwynn. 
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His death must needs confirm the party more> 
Than all his scribbling life could do before : 
Where so much zeal does in a sect appear^ 
'Tis to no purpose, 'faith, to be severe. 
But t'other day, I heard this rhyming fop 
Say^ — Critics were the whips, and he the top ; 
For, as a top spins more, the more you baste her. 
So, every lash you give, he writes the faster. 



PKOLOGUE, 



SPOKEN BT 



MRS BOUtELL TO THE MAIDEN QUEEN, 



IK man's clothes. 



The foUcmns prologue and epilogue occur in the " Covent-Garden 
JJroUery^ apubUcation which contains original copies ofseoeral 
of DryderCs Jvgiiive pieces. They appear to have been spoken 
upon occasion of the male characters in '< The Maiden Queen" 
being represented by female performers. From our author's con* 
nectton both with the play and with Mrs Reeves, who spoke the 
epilogue f it is probable he wrote both that and the prologue; and 
inerrfbre (although not much worth preserving) we have here add* 
ed tliem. From the reference to Ravenscrqft's play of^* The Ci- 
tizen turned Gentleman" in the last line <fthe epilogue, it KMvld 
teem the prologue and epilogue were written and spoken in 1672. 

Women, like us, (passing for men,) you'll cry. 
Presume too much upon your secrecy. 
There's not a fop in town, but will pretend 
To know the cheat himself, or by his friend ; 
Then make no words on't, gallants, 'tis e'en true. 
We are condemn'd to look and strut, like you. 
Since we thus freely our hard fate confess. 
Accept US| these bad times, in any dress. 
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You'll find the sweet on't : now old pantaloons 

Will go as far as, formerly, new gowns ; 

And from your own cast wigs, expect no frowns^ 

The ladies we shall not so easily please ; 

They'll say,^— What impudent bold things are these^ 

That dare provoke, yet cannot dp us right. 

Like men, with huffing looks, that dare Hot fight !— 

But this reproach our courage must not daunt ; 

The bravest soldier may a weapon want ; 

Let her that doubts us still send her gallant. 

Ladies, in us you'll youth and beauty find : 

All things-r-but one— according to your mind : 

And when your eyes and ears are feasted here, 

fiise up, and make out the short meal elsewhere. 
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EPILOGUE, 



SPOKEN BY 

MRS REEVES TO THE MAIDEN QUEEN, 

IN MAN^S CLOTHES. 



What think you, sirs, was't not all well enough ? 

Will you not grant that we can strut and huff? 

Men may be proud ; but faith, for aught I see. 

They neither walk, nor cock, so well as we ; 

And, for the fighting part, we may in time 

Grow up to swagger in heroic rhyme ; 

For though we cannot boast of equal force. 

Yet, at some weapons, men have still the worse. 

Why should not then we women act alone ? 

Or whence are men so necessary grown ? 

Our's are so old, they are as good as none. 

Some who have tried them, if you'll take their oaths. 

Swear they're as arrant tinsel as their clothes. 

Imagine us but what we represent. 

And we could e'en give you as good content* 
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Our faces, sbapes^—all's better than you 8ee»] 
And for the rest, they want as much as we. 
Oh, would the lugher powers be kind to us. 
And grant us to set up a female house 1 
We'll make ourselves to please both sexes then,-«- 
To the men women, to toe women men. 
Here, we presume, our l^gs are no ill sight. 
And they will give you no ill dreams at night : 
In dreams both sexes may their passions ease, 
You make us then as dvA as you please. 
This would prevent the houses joining too. 
At which we are as much displeased as you ; 
For all our women most devoutly swear. 
Each would be rather a poor actress here. 
Than to be made a Mamamouchi* there. 



} 



* Alluding to R^¥encroft*6 play of <* The Citizen turned Gentleman,*' acted at 
the Duke*f House in 167& See VoL IV. pp. 346. 356-7. 
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